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its birth to ſome 


RETALIATION, 


By OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 


The title and nature of this Por u ſhew that it owed 
preceding circumſtances of feflive mer- 
riment, which from the wit of the company, 2 
ingenions Author's pecuhar oddities, were 
livened by ſome poignant ſtrokes of humour. Zonal 
was only intended for the Doctor's private amuſement, 
and that of the particular friends who were ts ſubjett ; and 
he unfortunately did not live to reviſe, or even finiſh i it, 
in the manner which he intended. The public have, how- 
ever, already ſhewn how much they were — with its | 


appearance, even in its preſent form. 


F old, when Scarron his companions invited, 

Each gueſt brought his diſh, and the feaſt was united; | 
If our“ landlord ſupplies us with beef and with fiſh, 
Let each gueſt bring himſelf, and he brings the beſt diſh; 


Our + Dean ſhall be veniſon, juſt freſh from the plains ; 


Our * Burke ſhall be tongue with a garniſh n ; 


| Vol. IV. 12. * " Our 


* 7he maſter of the Se. Jougs s ce where the 


Doctor, and the friends he has characterized in this poem 
| held an occa ſional club. + Dr. Barnard, Dean of Derry, 


in Ireland, author of many ingemous pieces. } Mr. Ed- 
mund Burke, member for Wendover, and one * 
eſt orators in this gn 


„ 


Our Will tha!l be wild-fow!, of excellent flavour; 
And + Dick with his pepper fall heighten their ſavour; 
Our | Cumberland's ſweet-bread 1 its place ſhall obtain, 
And © Douglaſs is pudding, ſubſtantial and plain; 
Our || Garrick's a ſallad, for in him we ſee 

Oil, vinegar, ſugar, and ſaltneſs agree: 

To make out t the dinner, full certain I am 

That ** Ri dge is anchovy, and ++ Reynolds is lamb ; 
That ++ EHickey's a capon ; and by the ſame rule, 

2 63 — Goldſmith a gooſberry fool: At 


Vr. William Burke, late Secretary to General Con- 
_ way, and member for Beduin. + Mr. Richard Burke, 
| Col!:for of Granada, no lefs remarkable in the walks of 
doit and humour than his brother Edmund Burke is juſtly 
diſtin 3uijhed in all the branches of uſeful and polite litera- 


ture. I Author of the Weſt Indian, Faſhionable Lover, 


the Brothers, and other dramatic pieces. I Dodtor Doug- 
las, Canon of Winſor, en 3 rentuns So gentleman, 
wh.) 118 „„ [fs gi in nid him, as a Citizen of the 
IWorid, thin a found EC; 2e in 33 ſeveral literary 


mifeates, or rat's, forgeries, of tis countrymen ; parti- 


eir.arly Lender en Milton, and Bow:r's Hiſtory of the 


F hei. ff David H,, . joint Patentee and afling 


Manager of the Ticnive- * a, Fru - Lune. * Coun- 
feitor john Ridge, à f u%τ velonging to the Iriſi bar, 
th cf ανν arerab's 2nd pointed converſation is 
a.i.nitted, &, all lns ACQUu! atance, to be very properly com- 
pu to the abyur farce. r Sir Jojuua Reynolds, Pre- 


federt of the Royal Acaden:y. 1 An eminent Attorneye 


11 
At a dinner ſo various, at ſuch a repaſt, 
Who'd not be a glutton, and the to the laft ? 
Here, waiter, more wine, let mo lit while I'm able, 
Till all my compalons Huk under the table; 


Then wan chaos aud blunders cndircliug my head, 


Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the dead. 


Here lies the good Dean, re- united to earth, 
Who mix'd reaſon with pleaſure, and wiſdom with mirth: 
If he had any faul:s, he has 1-5 us in donbt, 
At leaſt in ſix weeks I could not find 'em out ; 
Yet ſome have declar'd, and it can't be denied 'em, 
That ſly-boots was curſedly cunning to hide em. 

Here lies our good Ednund, whoſe genius was fuch 

We ſcarcely can pra:ic it or blamꝭ it too ruich; 


Who, born for the Ciczrſe, narrow'd his mind, 


And to party gave up what was meant for mankind. 


Tho' fraught with all |-arning. yet ſtraining his throat 
To perſuade Tommy Townferd to lend him a vote; 
Who, too deep for his bearers, ſtill went on refining, 
And thought of convinciag, wiile they thought of dining 
Tho' equal to all things, for all things unfit, | 
Too nice for a ſtateſman, too proud for a wit: 

For a patriot too cool; for a 2rud zz, difobedient ; 

And too fond of the rig to purſue the expedient. 

In ſhor:, twas his fate, unemploy'd or in place, Sir, 
To cat mutton cold, and cut Elocks with a razor. 


A2 | He re 
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Here lies honeſt William, whoſe heart was a mint, 
While the owner ne'er knew half the good that was in't 
The pupil of impulſe, it forc'd him along, 
His conduct ſtill right, with his argument wrong; 
Süull aiming at konour, yet fearing to roam, 
The coachman was tipſy, the chariot drove home; 
Would you aſk for his merits, alas ! he had none; 
What was good was ſpontaneous, his faults were his own. 
Here lies honeſt Richard, whoſe fate I mult ſigh at, 
Alas, that ſuch frolic ſhould now be ſo quiet! 
What ſpirits were his, what wit and what whim, 
Now breaking a jeſt, and now breaking a limb“; 
Now wrangling and grumbling to kcep up the ball, 
Now teazing and vexing, yet laughing at all; 
In ſhort, fo provoking a devil was Dick, 


"Tin we with bn fill ee eee s ay a8 ONE Wick: 


But, miſhng his mirth and agrecable vein 
As often we wiſh'd to have Dick back again. 

Here Cumberland lies, having afted his parts, 
The Terence of England, the mender of hearts; 
A flattering painter, who made it h:s care 
To draw men as they ought to be, not as they are, 
His gallants are all faultleſs, his women divine; 
And comedy wonders at being ſo fine; | 


— 


Mr. Richard Burke. This gentleman having flightly 


. fractured one of his arms and | gs at different times, the 


Doctor has rallied him on thoſe accidents, as a kind of 
retributiv. Juſtice for breaking has jeſis upon other people. 
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Like a tradegy queen he has dizen'd her out, 

Or rather like trag21y gung a rout, 

H:s fools have their Callie 5 fo Bit in a crowd 

Of virtues and feelings, that folly grows proud, 
And coxcomb: alike in their failings alone, | 
Adopting his portraits are pleas'd with their own. 
Say, where has var poet this malady caught, 


. 


5 Or where fore his characters thus without fault? 


Say, was it tat vainiy directing his view 

To ſind out men's virtues, and anding them few, 
Quite fick of purſuing each trouble {une elf. 

He grew lazy at lall, and drew from himſelf? 

Here Douglas retires from his toils to relax, 
The ſcourge of impoitors, the terror of quacks ; 
Come all ye quack bards, and ye quacking divines, 
Come and dance on the ſpot where your tyrant reclines... 


When Satire and Cenſure encircled his throne, 
I fear'd for your ſafety, I fear'd for my own; 


But now he is gone, and we want a detector, 
Our Dodds ſhall be pious, our Kenricks ſhall lecture; 
Macpherſon write bombalt, and call it a ſtyle; 
Our Townſend make ſpeeches, and I ſhall compile ; 


| New Lauders and Bowers the Tweed hall croſs over, 


No countryman living their tricks to diſcover; 
Detettion her taper ſhall quench to a ſpark, | 
And Scotchman meet Scotchman and cheat in the dark. 
Here lies David Garrick, deſeribe me who can | 


An abridgement of all that was pleaſant in man; 


"©. 3 
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As an actor, confeſt without rival to ſhine, 
As a wit if not firſt, inthe very firſt line; 
Yet with talents like theſe, and an excellent heart, 
The man had his failings, a dupe to his art ; 
Like an ill- judging beauty his colours he fpread, 
On the ſlage he was natural, fimple, affeQting ; 
"Twas only that when he was off he was acting: 
With no reaſon on earth to go out of his way, 
He turn'd and he varied full ten times a day; 
Tho ſecure of our hearts, yet confoundedly fick 
If they were not his own by finefſing and trick; 
He calt off his friends as a huntſman his pack, 1 
For he knew when he pleas d he could whiſtle them back. 
Of praiſe a mere glutton, he fwallow'd what came, 
And the puff of a dunce he miſtook it for fame; 
Till h.s reliſh grown callous, almoſt to diſeaſe, 
Who pepper d the higheſt was ſureſt to pleaſe. 
But let us be cand:d, and ſpeak out our mind, 


If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind. 
Ye Kenricks, ye Kellys, and Woodfalls ſo grave, 


What a commerce was yours, while you got and you gave? | | 


Ho did Grub- ſtreet re-echo the ſhouts that you rais d, 
While he was beroſcius'd, and you were beprais d ? 
But peace to his ipirit, wherever it ſhes, 

To att as an angel, and mix with the ſkies; 

Thoſe poets who owe their beſt fame to his {kill, 

Shall {ll be his flatterers, ge where he will. 


1 

1 Ola Shakfprare receive he with praiſe and wich love, 

| And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys above. 

Here Hickey reclines, a moſt blunt, plcaſant creature 
And flander itſelf muſt allow him good-nature : 


| He cheriſh'd his friend, and he reliſh'd a bumper; 


Yet one fault he had, and that one was a thumper : 

Perhaps you may aſk if che man was a miſer; 

I anſwer, No, no, for he always was wiſer: 

Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly ſlat; 

His very worlt foe can't accuſe him of that. 

Perhaps he confided in men as they go, 

And ſo was too fooliſhly honeſt ?—Ah no! 

Then what was his failing? come tell it, and burn ye, 

He was, could he help it? a ſpecial attorney. © 
Here Reynolds is laid; and, to tell you my mind, 

_ He has not left a wiſer or better behind; 

His pencil was ſtriking, refiltleſs, and grand; 

His manners were gentle, complying, and bland ; 

Still born to improve us in every part, 

His pencil our faces, his manners our heart: 


T Tocoxcombs averſe, yet moſt civilly ficering, 


When they judg d without {kill he was {till hard of hearing: 

When they tall d of their Raphdets, Corregios, and fluff, 

He ſhifted his trumpet, and only took ſnuff. 
5 THE 
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Sir Joſhua Reynolds is fo remarkably deaf as to te 
under the neceſſty of uſing an car-trumpet in company. 
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By WILLIAM PIUS. 
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Auditae voces, vagitus et angens, 
3 animae flentes in limine n VIRGIL. 


Al! full ſorely is my heart forlorn, 
To think how modeſt worth neglected lies, 
While partial Fame doch with her blaſts adorn 
Curt Sued oione ns prbiip ane panty myers; 
Deeds of ill ſort, and miſchievous emprize ; 
Lend me thy clarion, Goddeſs! let me try 
To ſound the praiſe of merit ere it dies ; 

Such as I oft have chanced to eſpy, | 
Loſt in the dreary ſhades of dull obſcurity. 

In ev'ry village, mark'd with little ſpire, 
Embower'd in trees, and hardly known to fame, 
There dwells, in lowly ſhade and mean attire, 

A matron old, whom we School-miſtreſs name; 
Who boaſts unruly brats with birch to tame : 
| They, grieven ſore, in piteous durance pent, 
Aw'd by the power of this relentleſs dame, 
| And ofi- mes on vagaries idly bent, | 

For unkempt hair, or taſk unconn d, are ſorely ſhent. 


And 


Aa 


V 
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| And all in fight doth riſe a birchen wee, 

Which Learning near her little dome did ftow. 
Whilome a twig of ſmall regard to fee, 

Tho now fo wide its waving branches flow, 
And work the fimple vaſſals mickle woe; 

For not a wind might curl the leaves that blew. 
But their limbs ſhudder'd, and their pulſe beat low ; 

And, as they look'd, they found their horror grew, 


And ſhapꝰ d it into rods, and tingled at the view. 


So have I ſeen (who has not, may conceive) 
A lifeleſs phantom near a garden plac'd ; 
So doth it wanton birds of peace bereave, 
Off ſport, of ſong, of pleaſure, of repaſt : 
They ſtart, they flare, they wheel, they look aghalt ; 
Sad ſervitude ! Such comfortleſs annoy 
May no bold Briton's riper age e er taſte! 
Ne ſuperſtition clog his dance of joy, 
Ne viſion empty, vain, h.s native bliſs deſtroy. 
Near to this dome is found a patch fo green, 
On which the tribe their gambols do diſplay ; 
And at the door impris ning board is ſeen, 
| Leſt weakly wights of ſm-.ller ſize ſhould ſtray, 
Eager, perdie, to baſk in ſunny day ! 8 
The noiſes intermix'd, which thence reſound, 
Do Learning's little tenement betray 3 | 
Where fits the dame, dilguis'd in look 3 
And eyes her Fai airy _ and turns her wheel around. 
Ther 


189 ] 
IIer cap, far whiter than th:: driven ſnow, 
E:ublera right meet of decency does yield, 
Her apron «dyed in grain, as blue, I trowe, 
As is the hare-beli that adorns the field : 
And in her hand, for ſceptre, ſha does wield | 
Tway birchen ſprays, with anzious fear entwin'd, 
Wich dark diſtruſt, and fad repentance fill'd, 
And ſtedfaſt hate, and ſharp aflliction join'd, 
And fury uncontroul'd, and chaſliſement unkind. 
Few but have kenu'd, in ſemblance meet pourtray'd, 
The child:!h faces of old ol's train, 
Libs, Notus, Auſler*; theſe in frowns array d, 
How then would fare or earih, or ſky, or main, 
Were the ftern god io give his faves the rein ? 
And were not ſhe rebellious breaſts to quell, 
And were not ſhe her itac t to nu nan, 
The cot no more, I ween, were deem'd the cell 
Where comely peace of mind and decent order dwell, 
A ruſſet ſlole was o'er her fl. oulders tarown ; 
A ruſſet kirtle fenc'd the n. pp ng ar; 
*Twas ſimp le ruſſet, but it was her own, 
Tas her own country bred the flock fo fair; 


*T was her own labour did the fleece propare 
And, ſou.k to lay, her pup ts rai; d around,, 
Thro' p.ow awe d.d term it paſting rare ; 
For they in gaping wouderinent abound, | 
And . no doubt, {hc been the greateſl wight on ground 


Albeit, 


Ann 


8 TT 
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Albeit, ne flatt'ry did corrupt her truth; 

Ne pompous title did debauch her ear; 
Goody, good-woman, goſſip, n'aunt, forſooth, 
Or dame, the ſole additions ſhe did hear; 

Yet theſe ſhe challeng'd, theſe the held right dear : 
Ne would eſteem him act as mought behove, 
Who ſhould not honour'd eld with theſe revere ; 
For never title yet ſo mean could prove, 
But there was eke a mind which did that title love. 
One ancient hen ſhe took delight to feed, 
The plodding pattern of the buſy dame, 
Which ever and anon, impell'd by need, 

4 Into her ſchool, begirt with chickens, came; 
Such favour did her paſt deportment claim: 
And if neglett had laviſh'd on the ground 

Fragment of bread, ſhe would collect the ſame ; 

For well ſhe knew, and quaintly could expound, 

What fin it wgre to waſte the ſmalleſt crumb ſhe found. 
Herbs too ſhe knew, and well of each could ſpeak, 

That in har garden ſipp'd the ſilv ry dew, 
Where no vain flow'r diſclos'd a gaudy ſtreak, 

Zut herbs for uſe and phyſic not a few, | 
Of grey renown, within thoſe borders grew ; 
| The tufted baſil, pun-provoking thyme, 

Freſh baum, and marygold of cheerful hue. 

The lowly gill, that never dares to climb, 
And more I fain would ſing, diſdaining here to rhyme. 
Yet 


18 
Yet euphraſy may not be left unſung, 
That gives dim eyes to wander leagues around; 
And pungent radiſh, biting infant's tongue ; | 
And plaintainribb'd, that heals the reaper's wound ; 
And marj'ram ſweet, in ſhepherd's polie found ; 
And lavender, whoſe ſpikes of azure bloom 
Shall be, erewhile, in arid bundles bound, 
To lurk amidft the labours of her loom, 


And crown her kerchiefs clean with mickle rare perfume, 


And here trim roſemarine, that whilom crown'd 
The daintieſt garden of the proudeſt peer, 
Ere, driven from its envied ſite, it found 
A facred ſhelter for its branches here, 
O waſſel days! O cuſtoms meet and well! 
Ere this was baniſh'd from its lofty ſphere ; 
Simplicity then ſought this humble cell, 


Nor ever would ſhe more with thane and logdling dwell. 


Here oft the dame, on Sabbath's decent eve, 
Hymned ſuch pſalms as Sternhold forth did mete. 
If winter *twere, ſhe to her hearth did cleave : 
But in her garden found a ſummer ſeat : 
Sweet melody ! to hear her then repeat 
How Iſrael's ſons, beneath a foreign king, 
While taunting foe-men did a ſong vn, 
All for the nonce untuning every ftring 
Uphung their uſeleſs 1 heart had 3 to fing. 
For 
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For ſhe was juſt, and friend to virtuous lore, 
And paſs'd much time in truly virtuous deed ; 
And in thoſe elſins ears would oft deplore 
The times when Truth by Popiſh rage did bleed, 
And tortious death was true Devotion's mecd; 
And fimplc Faith in iron chains did mourn, 
That nould on wooden image place her creed; 
| And lawny faints in ſmould'ring flames did burn: 
ne. Ah, deareſt Lord! forefend thilk days ſhould c'er return. 
In elbow-chair, like that of Scottiſh ſtem, 
By the ſharp tooth of cank'ring Eld deſac'd, 
In which, when he receives his diadem, 
| Our ſov'reign prince and lie ſeſt liege is plac'd, 
The matron fate ; and ſome with rank ſh< grac d, 
The ſource of children's and of courtier's pride! 
| Redrefs'd affronts (for vile affroats there paß d). 
| Ant warn'd them not the fret ful to deride, 
But love each other dear, Whatever them betide. 


I. 


Right well the knew each temper to deſcry, 
1 To thwart the proud, and the ſubmiſs to raiſe 3 : 
Some with vile copper prize exalt on high, 

And ſome entice with p*ttance ſmall of praiſe ; 
And other lune with balctul fprig the froys: | 


E'en abſent, ſhe the reins of power d ah bold, 


While with quaint arts the giddy crowd ito ſways ; 
. Forewarn'd, if little bird their pranks behold, 
ng. Vill whiſper in her car, aid all tac {ene unfold. 
w {| Vol IV. 2 3 = th! 
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Lo! now with ſtate {the utters the command f 
Eftfoons the urchins to their taſks repair; 

Their books, of flature ſmall, they take in hant, | © 


Which with pellucid horn ſecured are, 
To ſave from finger wet the letters fair. 
The work ſo gay that on their back is ſeen 
St. George's high atchievements does declare, 
On which thilk wight that has ygazing been, 
Kens the ſorth- coming rod; unpleaſing fight, I ween ! 
Ah! luckleſs he, and bow beneath the beam 
Of evil ſtar! it irks me whilſt I write ! 
As erſl the bard®, by Mulla's filver ftream, 1 
Oi as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 1 
Sigh'd as he ſung, and did in tears indite; 3 
For, brandiſhing the rod, ſhe doth begin 
To looſe the brogues, the ſtripling's late delight? 
And down they drop ; appears his dainty ſkin, 


Fair as the furry coat of whiteſt ermilin. | . 
O ruthſul feene ! when from a nook obſcure £ | 
H's .ute hiter dolly his peril ſee; RY | 1 l 
All playful as ſhe jate, ſhe grows demure, | 
She finds full ſoon her wonted ſpirits flee ; 1 
She meditates a prey'r to ſet him free: 
Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny | ; 


(If gonile pardon could with dames agree} 
To her lad grief that ſweils in either eye, 
And wri.ags her fo, that all for pity ſhe could die. 


No 


, 


v Spenſer, 
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No longer can ſne now her {hrieks command; 
And hardly ſhe forbears, thro' awſul fear, 
To ruſhen forth, and with pre ſumptuous hand, 
To ſtay harſh juſtice in its mid career. 
On thee ſhe calls, on thee, her parent dear! 
| (Ah! too remote to ward the ſhameful blow; 
She ſees no dome ſlic vi ſage near, 
And ſoon a flood of tears begins to flow, 


And gives a looſe at laſt to unavailing woe. 


| But, ah! what pen his piteous pl'g'it may trace ? 
Or what device his loud laments explain? 
The form uncyuth of hs diigu.fed lace ? 
The pall d hue that dyes his looks amain? 
The pie nteous ſhow'r that does his cheek diſlain ? 
When be in abjett wiſe implores the dame, 
Ne hopeth aught of ſweet reprieve to gain; 
Or when from high the levels well her aim, 
And, thro' the thatch, k:s crics each falling t rue proctaicn, 
The other tr. be, aghaſt. with ſore d.fnay 
Attend, and conn their talks wich mickle care; 
By turns, attomed. ev iv iw g lurvey, | 
And from their fellow's hatctul wounds beware, 
Knowing. I wilt, how each the ſame may ſhare ; 
Till fear has taught them à performance meet, 
And to the well-known cheſt the dam. repair, . 
Whence ofi with ſugar d cake the doth 'em greet, 
And gingerbread y-rare: now, certes, doubty riweet ! . 
T 3 2 | See 
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See, to their ſeats they hye with merry glee, 
And in beſeemly order ſitten there, 

All hut the wight of bum y-galled ; he 

Kbhorreth beach, and ſlool, and den and chair 
(This hand in mouth y-ſix'd, that rends his hair); 

And eke with ſnubs profound, and heaving breaſt, 
Convulſions intermitting! does declare 


His grievous wrong, his daine's unjuſt be -heſt, 
And ſcorns her offer'd love, and fhus to be carels'd, 


Ilis face heſprent with liqu!: J cry flal thines ; 
P 1 85 


His blooming face, that ſcems a Earple flow'r, 
Wich low to cacti its Jroop'ng heul declincs, 
All ſmeac'd and ſuited by a vornal ſhow r. 
On che hard boſoms of dleſpottie por! 
All, all but the, the withor of his thane, 
All, ali but ſhe, regret tis mouruful hour; 
Yet hence the youth, and hence the flow's ſhall chim, 


If ſo I deem ar;;ht, tranſcending worth and fame, 
Behind ſome door in m-lantholy thought, 
Mindleſs of food, he, dreary caiuit! pines; 
Ne for his fellows joy aunce careth ought, 
But to the wind all merriment reſi ns, 
And deems it ſhame if he to peace inclines; 
And many a ſullen look aſkaunce is ſent, 
Wh ch for his dame's annoyance he deſigns; 
And it I the more to pleaſure him ſhe's bent, 
The more doth he, perverſe, her haviour palt ref nt. 


Ah, 


"LT 4 
Ah, me! how much I fear lf pride it be ! 
But if that prid= it be which thus inſpires, 


Beware, ye dam:s ! with nice diſcerument re, 


| Ye quench not too the ſparks of nobler ares : 
| Ah! better far than all the Mule's lyres 
„ (All coward arts; is valuir's gen'rous heat ; 
| The firm fix'd breaſt which fit and right requires, 
| | Like Vernon's patriot {ou!, more juſtly great 
Thus craft that p:mps for ill. or tlow'ry faiſe deceit, 
Yet, nurs'd wich kill, what dazzlings fruits appear ! 
E' en now ſagacious fore fi glit points to ſhow 
| A little bench of heedlets bithops hire, 
= And there a chancellor in cuaubrvo, 
| Or bard ſublime, if bard may c'er be fo : 
As Milton, Shaukelpeare, namss that ne'er ſhall die! 
Tho' now he crawl along the ground fo low; 
Nor weeting how the Muſe thould ſoar on high, 
Wiſheth, poor ſtarv'ling elf! his paper kite may fly. 
And this perhaps, who, cens'ring the deſign, 
Low lays the houſe which that of cards doth . 5 
Shall Dennis be, if r: gid Fates incline ; 
4 And many an epic to his rage ſhall yicld, 
And many a poet quit th' Aonian field: 
And, ſour d by age, profound he ſhall appear, 
As he who now, with ſdainful fury thrill'd, 
|. Surveys mine work, and levels many a ſncer, 
And furlshis wrinkly front, and cries, + What ſtuff is here. 
B 3 But 
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But row Dan Phoebus gains the middle ky, 

And Liberty unbars her priſon-door ; 

And like a ruſhing torrent out they fly, 
And now the graſſy cirque han cover'd o'er 
Vith bo. 'Frous revei-cout and wild uproar. 

A thouſand ways in wamon rings they run; 
Heaven ſhield their ſhort-liv'd pallimes, I implore! 
For well may Freedom, erſt fo deariy won, 

Appear to Britiſh elf more gladſome than the ſun. 

Enjoy, poor imps! enjoy your ſportive trade, 

And chace gay fl:es, and cull the faireſt flow'rs ; 
For when my boncs in graſs-green ſods are laid; 

For never may ye talle more careleſs hours 
In knightly caliles or in ladies bow'rs. 

O vain, to ſeck delight in earthly things! 

But moſt in courts, where proud Ambition tow'rs 3 
Deludzd wight ! who weens fair peace can ſpring 
Bencath the pompous dome of kefar or of king, 


See in each ſprite ſome various bent appear! 
'» Theſe rudely carol. moſt incondite lay; 
| Tho ſaunt'ring on the green, with jocund leer, 
Salute the itranger pallin g on his way; 
Some builden fragile tenements of clay; 
Some to the ſlanding lake their courſes bend, 
Wich pe ebbles ſmooth, at duck and drake to play; 
| Thilk to the huxter's ſav ry cottage tend, 
10 paltry ugs and Nen ch allotted mite to ſpend. 


Iere, 


% 
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ere, as each ſeaſon yields a different ſtore, 

Each ſeaſon's ſtores in order ranged been; 
Apples with cabbage-net y-cover'd o'er, 

_ Galling full fore tht unmonied wight, are ſeen; 

And gooſcb'rie, clad in liv'ry red or green: 

And here of lovely dye the Cath'rine pear ; | 

Fine pear ! as lovely for thy juice I ween : 
O may no wight e er penny leſs come there, 


Leſt, {mit with ardent love, he pane with hopeleſs care! 


See ke here, ere cherries yet abound, 

Wich thread fo white in tempting poſies tied, 
Scatt'ring like blooming maid their glances round, 
Wich pamper'd look draw little eyes alide, 

And mult be bought, tho? penury betide; 
The plum all azure, and the nut all brown; 
And here each ſeaſon do thoſe cakes abide, 

Whoſe honour'd n. nes th' inventive city own, 
Rend' ring thro? Britain's iſle Salopia's praiſes knounꝰ. 
Admir'd Salopia! that with venial pride 
Eyes her bright form in Severn's ambient wave, 

Fam'd for her loyal cares in perils tried; 
Hler daughters lovely, and her ſtriplings . 
Ah! midſſ the reſt, may flow'rs adorn. his grave 

Whoſe art did firſt theſe dulcet cates diſplay ! 
A motive fair to Learning's imps he gave, 

Who cheerleſs o'er her darkling region ſtray, 


| Till Reaſon's morn ariſe, and light them on their way. 


ODE 
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Thro' the pale ſhades now * 


And quits the time-fhook tow'r, 
Where, ſhelter'd from the blaze of day, 


In philophic gloom he lay, 


Beneath his ivy bow'r. 


With joy I hear the ſolemn ſound, 
And ſighing gales repeat: 

Fav'rite of Pallas! I attend, 

And, faithful to thy ſummons, bend 
At Wiſdom's awful feat. 


| She loves the cool, the ſilent eve, 
Where no falſe ſhows of life deceive, 
| Beneath the lunar ray; 
Here Folly drops each vain diſguiſe, 
| Nor ſports her gaily-colour'd dyes, 
As in the glare of day. 7 
| O Pallas! 
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O Pallas! queen of ev'ry art, 
6 That glads the ſenſe, or mends che heart,” 

Bleſt ſource of purer joys; | 
In ev'ry form of beauty bright, 
That captivates the mental ſiglit 
Wich pleaſure and ſurprize; 


To thy un ſpotted ſhrine I bow, 
Alſiſt thy modelt ſuppliant's vow, 
That breathes no wild deſires : 
But, tang':t by thy unerring rules 
To ſhiun the fruitleſs with of fools, 

To nobler views aſpires. 


Not Fortune's gem, Ambition's plume, 

Nor Cytherea's fading bloom, 

Be objects of my pray r, 

Let av'rice, vanity, and pride, 

Theſe gl ttering envied toys divide, 
The dull rewards of care, 

To me thy better gifis impart, 

Eacli moral beauty of the heart, 

By ſtudious thought refin'd: | 
For wealth, th: ſmiles of glad content; 
For pow'r, its ampleſl, beſt extent, 

An empire o'er my mind. 


Whes. 
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When Fortune drops her gay parade, 
When pleaſure's tranſient roſes fade, 
And wither in the tomb, 
Unchang' d is thy immortal prize, 
Thy ever-verdant laurels riſe 
In undecay:ng bloom. 


By thee protefted, I defy 

The coxcomb's ſneer, the ſlupid lye 
Of ignorance and ſpite; 

Alike contemn the le aden fool, 
And all the po nted ridicule 


From envy, hurry, noife, and ſicife, 

The dull impertinence of life, 

In thy retreat | reſt; 

Purſue thee to thy peaceful groves, 

Where Plato's facred ſpicit roves, 
In all thy graces dreſt. 


He bid Illy ſſus“ tuneful fiream 

| Convey che pin. loſophie theme : 

On perfect, fair, and good: 
Attentive Athens caught the ſound, 

And all her liſt'ning ſons around 

In awful ſilence flood. 


Reclaim'l 
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Reclaim'd, her wild licentious youtt: 

Confeſs d the potent voice of truth, 
And felt its juſt controul : 

The paſſions ceas'd their loud alarms, 

Aud virtue's ſoft perfuaſive charms 

O'er all their ſenſes ſlole. 

Thy breath inſpires the poct's ſong, 

The patriot's free unbiaſs d tongue, 
The hero's gen'rous flrife : 

Thine are retirement's filent joys, 
And all the ſweet endearing ties 


No more to fabled names confin'd, 

To thee, ſupreme, all-perfe& mind, 
My thoughts direct their flight: 

Wiſdom's thy gift, and all her force 


From thee deriv'd, unchanging ſource 


Of intellectual light! 


O ſend her ſure, her ſteady ray 
To regulate my doubtful way, 
Thro's life's perplexing road ; 
The milts of error to controul ! 
And thro' its gloom dire& my ſoul 
To happineſs and good! 
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Beneath her clear diſcerning eye 
The vifionary ſhadows fix 
Of folly's painted ſhow : 
She ſees, thro' ev'ry fair diſguiſe, 
That all but Virtue's folid joys 


Is vanity and woe. 


DEAN SWIFT'S CURATE 


March'd three miles thro” ſcorching ſand, 
With zeal in heart, and notes in hand; 
I rode four miles to great St. Mary 
Uſing four legs, when two were weary. 
To three fair virgins I did tie men, 
In the cloſe bands of pleaſing Hymen ; 
I dipt two babes in holy water, 
And purified their mother's after. 
Within an hour and eke an half, 
I preach'd three congregations deaf, 
While thund' ring out with lungs long-winded, 
I chopt fo fail, that few there minded. 
My emblem, the laborious ſun, 


Before one race of his was run: 
All this perform'd by Robert IIesvet; | 
What mortal elſe could e er go through it ? 


Sa all theſe mighty labours donc, | | 


AD 
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By RICHARD WEST. 


VES, happy youths, on Camus“ ſedgy gde, 
Von feel each joy that friendſhip can div. d: 
Each realm of ſcience and of art explore, 5 
And with the ancient blend the modern lore. 
Studious alone to learn hate er may tend 
| To raiſe the genius, or the heart to mend; — 
| Now pleas'd along the cloifter'd walk you rove, 
| And trace the verdant mazes of the grove, 
Where ſocial oft, and oft alone, ye choſe 
To catch the zephyr, and to court the Muſe. 
Meantime at me (while all devoid of art 
Theſe lines gave back the image of my hrart) 
| At me the pow'r, that comes or ſoon or la-, 
Or aims, or ſeems to aim, the dart of fat: ; 
From you remote, methinks, alone I ſtand. 
Like ſome ſad exile in a defort land: 
0 Around no friends their lenient care to jon, 
| | In mutual warmth, and mix their heart witir min-. 
| Or real-pa'ns, or thoſa which fancy raiſe 
For ever Glot the ſunſhine of my dax: 
Vol. IV. 13. 2 
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Ts fickneſs ſtill, and ſtill to grief a prey, 
Health turns from me her roſy face away. | 

Juſt Heaven! what lin, ere life begins to bloom, 
Devotes my head untimely to the tomb ? 
Did e'er this hand againſt a brother's life 
Drug the dire bowl, or point the murd'rous knife? 
Did e'er this tongue the flanderer's tale proclaim, 
Or madly violate my Maker's name ? 
Did e'er this heart betray a friend or foc, 
Or know a thought but all the world might know ? 
As yet, juft ſtarted from the liſts of time, 
My growing years have ſcarcely told their prime; 
Uſelefs, as yet, through life I've idly run, 
No pleaſures taſled, and. fe duties done. 
Ah who, ere autumn's mellowing ſuns appear, 
Would pluck the promiſe of the vernal year; 
Or, ere the grapes their purple hue betray, 
Tear the crude cluſter from the mourning ſpray ? 
Stern pow'r of Fate, whoſe cbon ſceptre rules 

The Stygian defart; and Cimmer an pools, 

Forbear, nor raſhly ſmite my youthful heart, 
A victim yet unworthy of thy dart; 
Ah, ſtay till age ſhall blaſl my withering face, 
Shake in my head, and falter in my pace; 
Then aim the ſhaft, then meditate the blow, 
And to the dead my willing ſhade ſhall go. 

How weak is Man to Reaſon's judging eye! 
Born in this moment, in the next we die; 


Part 


E 
Part mortal clay, and part ethereal fire, 
Too proud to creep, too humble to aſpire. 


In vain cur plans of happineſs we raiſe, 


Pain is our lot, ard patience is our praiſe 3 


Wealth, lincage, honours, conqu!!, or a throne, 


Health is at beſt a vain precarious thing, 


And fair-fac'd youth is ever on the wing; 


Tis like the ſtream beſide whoſe wat'ry bed 
Some blooming plant exalts his flow'ry head ; 


Nurs'd by the wave the ſpreading branches riſe, 
Shade all the ground, and flouriſn to the ſkies; 


The waves the wille beneath in ſecret flow 
And undermine the hollow bank below: 


Wie zad ncce wide the warns urge their way, 


Bare all the roots, and on their fibres prey. 


Too late the plant bewails his fool fh pride, 
And ſinks, unt:mely, in the whelming tide. 

But why repine? Does life deſerve my figh ? 
Few will lament my loſs whene er I die. 
For thoſe, the wretches I dcipiſc or hate, 


I neither envy nor regard their fate. 


For me, whenc er <!-conq'ring Death ſhall ſpræad 

His wings around my unrepining head, 

I care noi, tho' this face be ſeen no more, 

The world  :! paſs as cheerful as before; 

Bright as be fore the day ſlar will appear. 

The fields as verdant, and the ſkies as cler; 
C » 
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Nor ſtorms nor comets will my doom declare, 
Nor ſigns on earth, nor portents in the air; 
Unknown are filent witl.dopart my breath, 
Nor nature e'er take notice of my death, 
Yet fore there are (ere ſpent my vital days) 
Wichin whoſe breaſts my tomb I wiſh to raiſe. 
Lov'd in my Efe, lamentcd in my end, 


Their praiſe would crown me, as their precepts mend: 


To them may theſe ford lines my name endear 
Not from the Poet, but the Friend ſincere. 
NN OD EF, 
Written in the year, 1746. 
Ip By Mr. COLLINS. 
Lo fizepthe brave, who fink to re ſt 
* By all their country's wiſh2s bleſl l 
Wen Spring with dewy fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hallow'd mould, 
Sue thare ſhall drefs a ſweeter fod, 
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. 


By Fairy hands their knell is rung, 

By forms unſeen their dirge is ſung; 
There Honour comes, a pilgrim grey, 
To blefs the turf wat wraps their clay; 
And Freedom {hall awalle repair, 


To deeell a weeping kermit there ! 


ORIENTAL ECLOGUES,. 


By Mr. COLLINS. 
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ECLOGUE I. 
Selim ; or, the Shepherd's Moral. 
Scene, a Valley near Bagdat.— Time, the Morning. 
** Perſian maids, attend your Poet's lays, 
* 4 And hear hom ſhepherds paſs their golden days. 
Not all are bleſl, whom Fortune's hand ſuſtains 
Wich wealth in courts, nor all that haunt the plains : 
Well may your hearts believe the truths I tell; 
© *Tis virtue makes the bliſs, where'er we dwell,” 
Nor praiſe but ſuch as Truth beflow'd, deſir d: 


Wile in himſelf, his meaning ſongs convey'd 
Informing morals to the ſhepherd maid; 


Or taught the fivains that fureſt bliſs to find, 


| The radiant morn reſum's her orient pride; 


When wanton gales along the vallies-play, 


| Breathe on each flow'r, and bear their ſweets away ; 7 
JI By Tygn' wandering waves he fat, and ſung 
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© Ye Perſian dames, he faid, * to you belong 
(Well may they pleaſe) the morals of my fong : 
No fa.cer maids, I truſt, than you are found, 
+ Grac'd with foft arts, the pzupled world around! 
The morn that I:ghts yon, to your loves * 
Each gentler ray, delicious to your eyes; 
For you thoſe flow'rs her fragrant hands beſtow, 
And yours the love that kings delight to know. 
© Yet think not theſe, all beauteous as they are, 
The beſt kind bleſlings Heaven can grant the * 
© Who truſt alone in beauty 's feeble ray, 
Boaſt but the worth Balſora's * pearls diſplay ! 
© Drawn from the deep, we own the ſurface bright; 
© But, dark within, they drink no luſtrous light. 
© Such are the maids, and ſuch the charms they boaſt, 
+ By ſenſe unaided, or to virtue loft. 
« Self-flatt'ring ſex ! your hearts believe in vain = 


© That Love ſhall blind, when once he fires, the ſwain ; 


Or hope a lover by your faults to win, 

As ſpots on ermin beautify the ſkin: 

© Who ſeeks ſecure to rule, be firſt her care 

Each ſoſter virtue that adorns the fair; 

Each tender paſſion man delights to find 

Tue lov'd per fettion of a female mind! | 
s Blfl were the days when wiſdom held her reign, 

And ſhepherds ſought her on the filerit plain; 
Wich Truth ſhe wedded in the ſecret grove, 

Immortal Truth ! and daughters bleſs d their love. 

C O hafte, 
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O halle, fair maids! ye Virtues, come away! 
© Sweet Peace and Plenty l-ad you on your way! 
„The balmy ſhrub for you ſhall love our ſhore, 
© By Ind excell'd, or Araly, no more. 
Looſt to our li-ids, for fo the fates ordain, 
© The dear de ſerters ſhall return again. | 
Come thou, whole thoughts as limpid ſprings are clear; 
Jo lead the train, feet Modeſty, appear: 


© Flere make thy court amidſt our rural ſcene, 


'2 © And ſhepherd girls ſhall owa thee for their queen. 
Wich thee be chaſtity, of all afraid, 
+ Diſtruſting all, a wiſe ſuſpicious mad” 
TI © But man the moſt—not more the mountain dos 


_ © Holds the ſwift falcon for her deadly foe, 
alt, Cold is her breaſt, like flowers that drink the dew : 
AKA filken veil conceals her from the view. 
© No wild defires amidſi thy train be known, = 
ain; © But Faith, whoſe heart is fix d on one alone: 
| « Deſponding Meekneſs, with her downcaft eyes, 
And friendly Pity, full of tender fighs ; | 
And Love the laſt. By theſe your hearts approve ; 
« Theſe are the virtues that muſt lead to love.” ; 
Thus ſung the ſwain; and ancient legends ſay, | 
The maids of Bagdat verified the lay : | 


, Dear to the plains, the virtues came along; 
| The ſhepherds lov'd, and Selim blefs'd his fong. 
1 ECLOGux 
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ECLOGUE II. 


Haſſun : or, the Camel- Driver. 
Scene, the Deſart.— Time, Mid-Day. 


| N ſilent horror o'er the boundleſs waſle, 
The driver Haſſan with his camels paſs'd : 
One cruſe of water on his back he bore, 
And his light ſcrip contain'd a ſcanty ſtore ; 
A fan of painted feathers in his hand, 
To guard his ſhaded face from ſcorching fand. 
The fultry ſun had gain'd the middle ſky, 
And not a tree, and not an herb, was nigh: 
The beaſts with pain their duſty way purſue, 
Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view ! 
With deſperate ſorrow wild, th'affrighted man 
Thrice figh'd, thrice ſtruck his breaſt, and thus began: 
+ Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, , 
_ © When firſt from Schiraz walls I took my way! 
© Ah! little thought I of the blaſting wind, 
The thirſt or pinching hunger that I find! : 
* Bethink thee, Haſſan, where ſhall thirſt aſſuage, 
s When fails this cruſe, his unrelenting rage; 
Soon ſhall this ſcrip its precious load reſign ; 
Then what but tears and hunger ſhall be thine ? 
Ve mute companions of my toils, that bear. 
I all my griefs a more than equal ſhare! 


Here, 
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ö lere, where no ſprings in murmurs break away, 
Or moſs-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 
Is vain ye hope the green delights to know, 
© Which plains more bizit, or verdant vales beſtonr: 
© Here rocks alone and taſteleſs ſands are found, 
And faint and fickly winds for ever howl around. 
© Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When firſt from Schiraz walls I bent my way! 
© Curſt be the gold and ſilver which perſuade 
© Weak men to follow far- fatiguing trade! 
© The ly Peace outſii nes the ſilver- lore, 
And Iif2 is dearer than tie golden ore: 
© Yet money tempts us o'er the da ſart brown, 
© Toev'ry diſtant mart and wealthy town. 
Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the ſea; 
And are we only yet repu d by thee ? 
| © Ah! why this ruin ſo attract. ve made ? 
E © Or why, fond man, fo afily betray'd ? 
=> Why heed we not, while mad we haſte along, 
© The gentle voice of Peace, or Fleaſure's ſong ? 
© Or where fore think: - iiuw'ry mountain's fide, 
The fonntain's murmurs, and the valley 's pride; 
Why think we theſe leſs pleaſing to behald 
© Than deeary defarts, if dy Leal to gold ? 
Sad was the hour and lucgleſs vas the day, 


When firſt from Scuiraz” walls I bent my way! 
£ 0 ceaſe, my fears !—ail frantic as I go, 
© When thought creates unnumber'd ſcenes of woe. 
6 What 
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What if che lion in his rage I meet! 
Oft in the duſt I view his printed feet: 
„ And, fearful! oft, when day's Ceclivine light 
© Yields her pale empire to the mourner Nighe, 
* By hunger rous'd, he ſcours the gru2ning plain, 
6 Gaunt wolves and fullen tigers in kis train; 


© Before them Death, with ſine!.s, dire&s their may! 


6 Fills the wild yell, and leads them ts [fir prey. 
© Sad was the hour, and luckle's was the day, 
When firſt from Scliraz” walls I Lent my way! 
At that dead hour the ſilent aſp ſuall creep, 
© If aught of reſt I find, upon my ileep : 
Or ſome ſwoln ſerpent twill his foals zraund, 
And wake toarguiſh with a burning wound, | 
© Thrice happy they, the wiſe, contente d poor 3 | 
From luſt of wealth, and dread of death, ſ:enre? 
They tempt no defarts, and no griefs they find; 
Peace rules the day, where reaſon rules the mind. 
© Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 


© When firſt from Schiraz” walls I bent my way! 


O hapleſs youth! for ſhe thy love hath won, 
The tender Zara, will be moſt undone ! | 


© Big ſwell'd my heart, and own'd the pow'rful ma d, 


6 When fail ſhe dropp'd her tears, and thus ſhe ſaid: 
C Farewel the youth, whom ſighs could not detain, 
6 Whom Zara's breaking heart unplor'd in vain ; 
6& Yet, as thou go'lt, may ev'ry blaſt ariſe : 
„ Weak and unfelt as theſe rejetted ſighs! 
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< Safe o'er the wild, no perils mayſt thou ſee 3 
<c Nogriefs endure ; nor weep, falſe youth, like me; 
O let me fafcly to the fair return, | 
© Say, with a kiſs, ſhe muſt not, ſhall not mourn ! 
O let me teach my heart to loſe its fears, 
© Recall'd by Wiſdom's voice, and Zara's tears!” 

He faid; and call'd on Heaven to bleſs the day 

—: WERE 
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ECLOGUE III. 
Abra ; or, the Georgian Sultana. 
Scene, a Foreſt, —Time, the Evening. 


IN Georgia's land, where Tefflis' tow'rs are ſeen 
In diſtant view along the level green: 


While evening dews enrich the glitt'ring glade, 


And the tall foreſts caſt a longer ſhade ; 
What time tis ſweet o'er fields of rice to ſtray, 
Or ſcent the breathing maize at ſetting day; 
Amidſt the maids of Zagen's peaceful grove, 
Emyra ſung the pleaſing cares of love. 

Of Abra firſt began the tender ſtrain, 
At morn ſhe came, thoſe willing flocks to lead, 
Where lilies rear them in the wat'ry meads 
From early dawn the live-long hours ihe told, 


| Tilllate at filent eve ſhe penn'd the fold. 
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Deep in the grove, beneath the ſecret ſhade, 
A various wreath of odorous flowers ſhe made. 
Gay motley pinks and ſweet jonquils ſhe choſe“. 
The violet blue that on the moſs-bank grows; 
All ſweet to ſenſe, the flaunting roſe was there: 
The finiſh'd chaplet well adorn'd her hair. 
| Great Abbas chanc'd that fated morn to ſtray, 
By love contracted from the chace away: 
Among the vocal vales he heard her ſong, 
And ſought the vales and echoing groves among. 
At length he found, and woo'ld the rural maid ; 
She knew the monarch, and with fear obey'd. 
Bie every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd!* 
The royal lover bore her from the plain; 
Vet ſtill her crook and bleating flock remain: 
Oft as ſhe went ſhe backward turn'd her view, 
And bade that crook and bleating Rock adieu. 
Fair happy maid! to other ſcenes remore; 
To richer ſcenes of golden pow'r and love! 
Go leave the fimpie pipe, and ſhepherd's ſtrain; 
Wich love delighits thee, and with Abbas reign. 
© Peev'ry youth like reyai Abbas mov'd, 


And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra lord!“ 


Vet, m(dlt the blaze of courts, ſhe fix d her love 
On tie cool fountain, or che ſhady grove ; 
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Still, 


* Tat theſe flowers are found in very great abundance 
in ſme of the provinces of Perſia. fee the Modern Hiſtory 


of ue ingentous Mr. Salmon. 
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Still, wich tlie ſhepherd's innocence, her mind 
To the ſweet vale and flow'ry mead inclin'd : 
And oft as Spring rene w'd the plains with flow'r:, 
Breath'd his ſoft gales, and led the fragrant hours: 
With ſure return ſhe ſought the ſylvan ſcene, 
The breezy mountains, and the foreſts green. 


Her maids around her mov'd, a duteous band ! 
Each bore a crook all-rural in her hand : 
Some ſimple lay of flocks and herds they ſung ; 


With joy the mountain and the foreſt rung. 
© Be ev'ry youth like royal. Abbas mov d, 
__ © And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd!” 
And of the royal lover left the care 
And thorns of ſtate, attendant on the fair; 
Oft to the ſhades and low-roof'd: cots retir'd, 
Or ſought the vale where firil his heart was fir'd : 
A ruſſet mantle, like a ſwain; he wore; 
And thought of crowns and buſy courts no more. 
© Be ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov d, 
And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !' 
Bleſt was the life that Royal Abbas led: 
Sweet was his love, and innocent his bed. 
What if in wealth the noble maid excel ; 
The ſimple ſhepherd girl can love as well. 
Let thoſe who rule on Perſia's jewell'd throne 
Be fam'd for love, and gentleſt love alone; 
Or wreathe, hke Abbas, full of fair renown, 
The lover's myrtle with the warrior's crown. 
Vol, IV. 13. D | O happy- 
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O happy days!” the maids around her ſay ; 
© © haite, profuſe of bleſſings, haſte away! 
Be ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov d, 
© Ardev'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !“ 
re 


ECLOGUE IV. 


Agib and Secander ; or, the F, ugitives. 
Scene, a Mountain in Circaſſia.— Time, n 


N fair Circaſſa, where, to love inclin'd, 
Each ſwain was bleſt, for ev'ry maid was kind; 
At that ſtill hour when awful midnight reigns, 
And none but wretches haunt the twilight plains : 
What time the moon had hung her lamp on high, 
And paſs'd 1 in radiance thro'the cloudlets ſky ; 
Sad o'er the dews two brother ſhepherds iled, 
Where wild' ring fear and deſp'raic forrow led: 
Faſt as they preſs d their flight, behind them lay 
Wide ravag'd plains, and valleys ſtole away. 
Along the mountain's bending fide they ran; 
Till, faint and weak, Secander thus began: 
SECANDER. | 

Oh Pay thee, Agib; for my feet deny, 
No longer friendly to my Ife, to fly. 
Friend of my heart, oh turn thee, and ſurvey, 
Trace our ſad flight thro” all its length of way! 
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And firſt review that long- extended plain, 
And yon wide groves, already paſs'd with pain! 
Yon ragzed cliff, whoſe dang'rous pach we tricd! 
And, laſt, this lofty mountain's weary fide ! 
1 AG1B. | 
Weak as thou art, yet hapleſs mull tou know 
The toils of flight, or ſome ſeverer woe! 
Still as I haſte, the Tartar ſhouts bebind, 
And ſhrieks and forrows load the ſadd'ning wind; 
In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand, 
He blaſts our harveſls, and deſorms our land. 
Von citron grove, whence ficlt in ſour we came, 
Drops its fair honburs to the conq' rng Lame; 
Far fly the ſwains, Lke us, in deep deſpair; 
And leave to ruſman bands tir fleccy care. 
. Seas. | 
Unhappy und! «iofe lelungs tempt the ſword ; 
In va'n, unheard, thou calf il thy Perſian lord! 
In vain thou court'ft him, helpleſs, to thine aid, 
To flue. de ſhepherd, and protect the maid! 
Far off, in thonghtlefs indolence refign'd, 
Sof ireams of love and pleaſure ſoothe his mind: 
M:dit fair ſul'anas loſl in idle joy. 
No wars alarm him, and no fears annoy. 
Aci. 
Yet theſe green hills, in ſummer's ſultry heat, 
Have lent the monarch oft a cevl retreat. 
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Sweet to the fipiti is Zaloa's flow'ry plain, 

And once by mids and kepherds lov'd in vain! 
No more the virgins ſhall delight to rove 
By Sargia's bans, or irwan's ſhady grove; | 
On Tackie's mountain catch the cooling gale, 
Oc brea: he the ſu eets of Aly's flow'ry vale; 
Fair ſcenes! but, an! no more with peace poſſeſt, 
Wuh cafe alluring and with plenty bleſt. 
No more the ſhepherds wint'ning tents appear, 
Nor the kind products of a bounteous year; 
No more the date, with ſ:owy bloſſoms crown'd; 
But ruin fpreads lier baleful fires around. 

. SECANDER, 

In vain Circaſſia boaſts har ſpicy groves, 
For ever fun'd for pure and happy loves: 
In vain {he boafts her fairell ofthe fair. 
Their eyes blue lang:: th, and their golden hatr, 
Thoſe eyes in tcars their fruitleſs grief mult ſend; 
Thoſe hairs the Tartar's cruel hand ſhall rend. 

| AC1B. | 

Ye Georgian ſwans, that piteous learn from far 
Circallia's ruin, and the walte of war; 
Some weigitier arms and crooks and {tails prepare, 
To ſhield your harvell, and defend your fair: 
The Turk and Tartar like deſigns purſue, 
Fix'd to defirov, and ſteadfaſt to undo. 
Wild as his land, in native defarts bred, = 
By luſt incited, or by malice led, 
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The villain Arab, as he prowls for prey, 
Oft marks with blood and walling flames the way: 
Yet none ſo cruel as th: Tartar foc, 
To death inut'd, and nur.'d in ſcenes of woe. 
He faid ; when loud along the vale was hcard 

_ A thriller ſhriek, and nearer Hres appear'd : 

TY atiri;gated ſhepherds, thro' the dews of nis'::. 
Wide oer the moon-light hills renew d their fig. 
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THANKS TO THE DEITY. 
By EDWARD YOUNG. 


LEST be that hand divine, which gently Ia'd 

My heart-at reft, beneath this humble Ihe. 
The world's a ſtately bark on dang'rous feas, 
Wich pleaſure ſeen, but boarded at our peril; 
Here, on a ſingle plank, thrown ſafe afhorc. 
I hear the tumult of the diſtant throng, 
As that of ſeas remote, or dying ferm: : 
And mcditate on ſcenes more filent ſlill; 
Purſue my theme, and fight the Fear of Deaik. 
Here, like a ſhepherd gazing from his hut, 
Touching his reed, or leaning on his- ſtaff, 
Eager ambition's fiery chace I ſee ;. 
I fee the circling hunt of noiſy men 
Burſt law's incloſure, leap the mounds of cight, 
Purſuing, and purſued, each others prey; 
As wolves, for rapine; as the fox, for wiles; 
Till 8 that m:ghty hunter, earths them All. 
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4 PASTORAL BALLAD, 


_ Ix Four Parrs. 


| | 


By WILLIAM SHENSTONE. 


1. ABSENCE. 


* E ſhepherds ſo cheerſul and gay, 
Whoſe flocks never careleſsly roam: 
Should Cory don happen to ſtray, | 
O call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to mule and to ſigh, = 
Nortalk of the change that ye find; 
None, once, was fo watchful as I : 
Il have left my dear Phyllis behind. 


Now I know what it is to have ſtrove 
With the torture of doubt and defire 3 
What itis, toadm:re and to love, ; 
And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah, lead forth my flock. in the mory, 
And the damps of each — * 
Alas! I am faint and forlorn: 
—1 have bade my dear Phyllis facewel.. 


„„ 
Since Phyllis vouchſaf'd me a look, 

I never once dream'd of my vine; 
May I loſe both my pipe and my crook, 
If I knew of a kid that was mine. 

I priz'd every hour that went by, 1 
Beyond all that had pleas'd me before; 
But now they are paſs'd, and I figh, 

And I grieve that I priz'd them no more. 


But why do I languiſh in vain ? 
Why wander thus penſively here? 

O, why did I come from the plain, 
Where I fed on the ſmiles of my dear ? 

They tell me, my favourite maid, 
The pride of that valley, is flown! 
Alas! where with her I have ſtray d, 


When forc'd the fair nymph to forego, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart! 
Yet I thoyght—but it, might not be fo— 
She gaz d, as I flgwly withdrew : 
My path I could hardly diſcern; 
| I thought chat he bade me return. 
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The pilgrim that journeys all day 
To viſit ſome far diſtant ſhrine, 
If he bear but a relique away, 
Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 
Where my vows, my devotion, I owe, 
Soft Hope is the relique I bear, 
And my ſolace wherever I go. 


II. HOPE. 
MY banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 


| Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep ; 


My grottos are ſhaded with trees, 
And my hills are white over with ſheep. 
J ſeldom have met with a loſs, 
My fountains, all border'd with moſs, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow, 


Not a pine in my grove is there ſeen, 
But with tendrils of woodbine is bound 
Not a beech's more beautiful green, 
But a ſweet-briar twines it around. 
Not my fields in the prime of the year 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 
But it glitters with fiſhes of gold. 
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One would think ſhe might ld 
To the bow'r I have labour'd to rear; 

Not a ſhrub that I heard her adnvre, 
But I haſted and planted it there. 

O how ſudden the je{ſamine ſtrove 
Wich the lilac to render it gay! 


E Already it calls for my love, 


To prune the wild branches away. 


From the plains, from the woodlands, and groves, 
What {trains of wild melody flow ! 
Ho the nightingales warble their loves, 
Prom thickets of roſes that blow ! 
And when her bright furm ſhall appear, 
Each bird ſhall harmon'o: fly join 
In a concert ſo ſoft and fo clear, 
As dhe may not © be fond to refign, 


I have found out a viſe for my fair, 

I have found where the wood-ptgeons breed. 
But let me that plunder forbear, 

She will ſay twas a barbarous deed. 
For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young 3 
And I lov'd her the more when I heard 

Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. 
I have. 


I have heard her with ſweetneſs unfold 
Ho that pity was due to a dove: 
That it ever attended the bold, 

And ſhe call 'd it the filter of Love. 
But her words ſuch a pleaſure convey, 
So much I her accents adore, 

Let her ſpeak, and, whatever ſhe ſay, 
|  Methinks I ſhould love her the more. 


Can a boſom ſo gentle remain _ 
Unmov'd, when her Corydon fighs? 
Will a nymph that is fond of che plain, 
Theſe plains and this valley d-fpile ? 
Dear regions of filence a; d ſhade ! 
| Soft ſcenes of contentinent and caſe ! 
Where I could have pleaſingly ſtray'd, 
If aught, in her abſence, could pleaſe. 


But where does my Phyllida ftray ? 


And where are her grots and her bow'rs ! 


Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the valleys as fine ; 
The twains may in manners compare, 
But their. love is not equal to mine. 


161 
III. SOLICITUDE. 


[THY will you my paſſion reprove ? 
Why term it a folly to grieve, 


Ere I ſhew you the charms of my love, 


She is fairer than you can believe. 


Wich her mien ſhe enamours the brave ; 


With her wit ſhe engages the free; 
With her modeſty pleaſes the grave; 
She is ev'ry way pleaſing to me. 


O you that have been of her train, 
Come and join in my amorous lays ! 
| HI could lay down my life for the ſwain 


When he fings, may the nymphs of the town 


Come trooping, and liſten the while; 
Nay, on him let not Phyllida frown ; 
Rut I cannot allow her to ſmule, 


ere Dull ain in de dna 


Any favour with Phyllis to find, 
O how, with one trivial glance, 
Might ſhe ruin the peace of my mind! 
In ringlets he dreſſes his hair, 
And his crook is beſtudded around ; 
Of a magic there is in the ſound, 


"Tis 
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»Tis his with mock paſſion to glow ; 

"Tis his in ſinooth tales to unfold, 
% How her face is as bright as the ſnow, 
And her boſom, be ſure, is as cold: 
% How the nightingales labour the ſtrain, 
Wich the notes of his charmer to vie; 
« How they vary their accents in vain, 

«+ Repine at her triumphs, and die. 


To the grove or the garden he ſtrays, 
And pillages every ſweet ; 

He chros it at Phyllis's feet. 

4 O Phyllis,“ he whiſpers, © more fair, 

C More ſweet than the jeſſamine's flow'r! 

, What are pinks, in a morn, to compare? 

What eglantine after a ſhow'r ? 


& Then the lily no longer is white ! 
Then the roſe is depriv'd of its bloom ; 

« Then the violets die with deſpite, 

& And the woodbines gives up their perfume,” 
Thus glide the ſoft numbers along, 
And he fancies no ſhepherd his peer; 
Yet I never ſhould envy the ſong, 

Were not Phyllis to lend it an ear. 
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Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 
So Phyllis the trophy deſpiſe ; 

Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd, 
So they ſhine not in Phyllis's eyes. 
The language that flows from the heart 

Is a ſtranger to Paridel's tongue, 
Yet may ſhe beware of his art, 
Or ſure I muſt envy the * 


IV. DISAPPOINTMENT, 


* ſhepherds, give ear to my hy, 
And take no more heed of my ſheep: 


They have nothing to do but to ſlray; 
I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Vet do not my folly reprove; 
Shbe was far—and my paſſion begun: 
She ſmil'd—and I could not but love; 
She is faithleſs—and I am undone. 


Perhaps I was void of all thought ; 
Perhaps it was plain to fore ſee, | 
That a nymph ſo complete would be ſought 
By a ſwain more engaging than me. 
Ah! love ev'ry hope can whe : 
It baniſhes wifdom ti wn le; 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 
| Seems for ever adorn'd with a mile. 
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She is faithlets, and I am undone ; 
Le that witneſs the woes I endure, 
Let Reaſon infiirnct vou to ſhun, 

What it cannot inſtruct you to cure. 
Beware how yon loiter in vain — 
Amid nymphs of an higher degree; 
It is not for me to explain 
How fair and how fickle they be. 


Alas! from the day that we met, 

What hope of an end to my woes? 
When I cannot endure to forget 
The glance that undid my repoſe. 
Yet time may diminiſh the pain: 
The ſlow'r, and the fbrub, and the tree, 
hich I rear'd for her pleaſure, in vain, 
In time may have comfort for me. 


The ſweets of a dew-ſprinkled roſe. 

The ſound of a murmuring ſtream. 
The p ace which from ſolitude flows, 
 Henceforih ſhall be Corydon's theme. 

High tranſports are ſhewn to the ſight, 

But we are not to find them our own : 
Fate neyer beſtow d ſuch delight, 
As Lwich my Phyllis had known. 
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O ye woods, ſpread your branches apace; 
To your deepeſt recelics I HV; 

I would hide with the bealts of tlic chace ; 
I would vaniſh from ev'ry eye. 
Yet my reed ſhall re ſound thro' the grove 

With the ſame ſad complaint it begun; 
How ſhe ſmil'd, and I could not but love; 


SONNET TO EXFRESSION, 


By 17% WILLIS, 


XPRESSION, elit of ſoul ! I love to trace 
Thy flrongeſſ enchantments, wien the poct's lyre, 
The painter's penc.l, catch the vivid fire, 

And beauty wakes for thee each touching grace! 

But from my frighted gaze thy form avert, 

When horror chills thy tear, thy ardent ſigh, 

When phrenzy rolls in tiy impaſſion'd eye, 

Or guilt lives fearful a. thy troubled heart: 

Nor ever let my ſhudi'r.vg fancy hear 
The waſi.ng groan, cr v.ew the pallid look 
Of him the Mues lov'd *, wien hage ferent 

His ſpir:t, va.nly to the Nuſcs dear- 

For charm'd with heavenly ſong, ch. Ll-eding breaſt 

Sevens | it could ſharpen ill, a of g vedeſpa:ruorcit ! 
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By Mr. COLLINS. 
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| Wy Muſic, heavenly maid, was you ng, 
| While yet in early Greece ſhe fung, 
The Paſſions oft, to hear her ſhell, 
Tarong'd around her magic cell, 
Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 
Poſſeſt beyond the Muſe”; painting; 
By t irns they felt the glowing mind 
Diſturb'd, delig'ited, rais'd, refin'd. 
Till once, tis ſaid, when all were fir'd, 
Fill'd with fury, rapt, inſp.r'd, 
From the ſupporting myrtles round 
They ſaatch'd her inſtruments of ſound, 
And as they oft had heard apart 

Sweet leſſons of her forceful art, 

Each, for madaeſs rul'd the hour, 
Wo ild prove his own ex preſſive pow'r, 
Firſt Fear his hand, its {k'll to try, 

Amid the chords bewilder'd laid, 

And back recoil' J, he knew not why, 
Ev'u at che found himſelf had made. 
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Next Anger ruſh d, h's eyes on fire, 
In lightning own'd hs ſecret ſtings, 
In one rude claſh he flruck the lyre, 
And ſwept with harried hand the ſtrings. 


With woeful meaſures wan Deſpair, 
Low ſullen ſounds, his grief kegul'd ; 
A ſolemu, fliange, and mingled air, 
»Twas lad by fits, by farts 'twas wild. 


But thou, O Hops, with eyes ſo fair, 
What was thy delighted .meafure ? 
Still it whiſper'd promis'd plealure, 
And bade the lovely ſernes at diſtance hal 


| Sull would her touch the ſtrain prolong, 


And from the rocks, the woods, tlie vale, 


= She call'd on Echo it:I| throng all the fong . 


And where her ſweeteſt theme ſhe choſe, 
A ſoft reſponſive voice was heard at every cloſe, 
And Hope enchanted ſmil'd, and wav'd her golden hair. 


And longer had ſhe ſung— ut, with a frown, 


Revenge impatient roſe, 
He threw his blood-ſlain'd ſword in thunder down, 


And, with a withering look, 

The war-denouncing trumpet took, 

And blew 2 blaſt fo loud and dread, 

Were ne'er prophetic ſounds ſo full of woe, 
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And ever and anon he beat 

The doubling drum with furious heat; 

And though ſometimes, each dreary POT 

Dejected Pity at his fide 
Her ſoul-ſabdwng voice applied, 

Yet ſtill he kept his wild unalter'd mien; 

While each ftrain'd ball of fight ſeem'd burſting from bis 

Thy numbers, Jealouſy, to nought were fix'd, * 
Sad proof of thy diſtreſsful ſlate ! 

Of differing themes the veering ſong was mix'd, 

And now it courted Love, now raving call'd on Hate, 

With eyes uprais'd, as one inſpir'd, 0 
Pale Melancholy ſat retir'd, 
And from her wild ſequeſter'd ſeat, 
In notes by diſtance made more ſweet, 
Pour d through the mellow horn her penfive ſoul : 

And dailung ſoft from rocks around, 

Bubbling runnels join'd the ſound ; 

Thro' * and glooms the mingled ie ſtole. 

Or ver ſome hauited ſtreams with fond delay, 

Round an holy caln diffuſing, 
Love of pcace, and lonely muling, 
In hollow murmurs died away. 
But, O. how alter'd was its ſprightlier tone ! 
M hen Cheerfulneſs, a ny ph of heakhieſt has, 
Her bow acrofs her ſhoulder flung, - 

Her buſk us gemm'd wich morning dew, * 

Blew an aſpiring air, thai dale and thicket rung, 
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| The hunter's call to Faun and Dryad known ; 
The oak-crown'ld ſiſters, and their chaſte- eyed 3 
53 Satyrs and ſylvan boys, were ſeen 
Peeping from forth their alleys green; 
Brown Exerciſe rejoic'd to hear, 
And Sport leap'd up, and ſeiz'd his beechen ſpear: 
1 his Laſt came Joy's ecſtatic trial. 
id. | He, with viny crown advancing, 
— Firſt to the lively pipe his hand addrefs'd, 
But ſoon he ſaw the briſk-awakening viol, | 
ate, | Whoſe ſweet entrancing voice he lov'd the beſt, 
They ſaw in Tempe's vale her native maids, 
Amidſt the feilal ſounding ſhades, 
| | To ſome unwearied minſtrel dancing, 
While, as his fly ing fingers kiſs'd the firings, - 
Love fram'd with Mirth a gay fantaſtic round; 
Looſe were her treſſes ſeen, her zone unbound, 
And he, amidit his frolic play, 
As if he would the charming air repay, 
Shook thouſand odours from his dewy wings. 
O Muſic, ſphere-deſcended maid, 
Friend of pleaſure, wifdom's aid, | 9 
Why, Goddeſs, why, to us denied, 
Lay'ſt thou thy ancient ly re aſide ? 
As in that lov'd Athenian bow'r, 
<2 You learn'd an all-commanding pow'r, 
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Thy mimic ſoul, O nymph endear d, 
Can well recal what then it heard. 
Where is thy native ſimple heart, 
Devote to virtue, fancy, art? 
Ariſe, as in that elder time, 
Warm, energie, chaſte, ſubl:me ! 
Thy wonders, in that godlike age, 
Fill thy recording fiſter's page 
"Tis ſaid, and I believe the tale, 
Had more of flrength, diviner rage, 
Than all which charms this laggard age, 
Ev'n all at once together found 
Cæcilia's mingled world of found —— 
O, bid our vain endeavours ceaſe, 
Revive the juſt defigns of Greece, 
Return in all thy ſimple ſtate, 
Confirm the tales her ſons relate ! 


HUMAN LIFE, 

By Dr. YOUNG... 
How like the dial's amis Bad: 3 
Day after day flides. from us unperceiv? 1 
The cunning fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth; 
Too ſubtle 1s the movement to be ſeen : 
Yet ſoon the hour is up——and we are gone. 


ODE 


ODE ON THE POETICAL CHARACTER. 


By Mr. COLLINS. 


S once, if not with | ght regard, 
I read aright that gifted Bard 
(Him whoſe ſchool above the reſſ 
His lovel.eſt Elfin queen has bleſs'd), 
One, only one unrivall'd fair“, 
My hope the magic girdle wear, 
At folemn tournay hung on high, 
The wiſh of each love-durting eye; 
Lo! to each other nymph in turn applied, 
As if, in air unſeen, ſome hovering hand, 
Some chaſte and angel- friend to virgin-fame, 
With whiſper'd ſpell had burſt the ſtarting band, 
It left unbleſt her loath'd diſhonour d ſide; 
Happier hopeleſs fair, if never 
Her baffled hand with vain endeavour 
Had touch'd that fatal zone to her denied! 
Young Fancy thus, to me divineſt name, 
To whom, prepar'd and bath'd in heaven, 
The ceſt of ampleſt power is given, | 
To few the godlike gift aſſigns, 
To gird heir bleſt prophetic loins, 
And gaze her vioas wild, and feel unmix d her flame. 
The 
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The band, as fairy legends ſay, 
Was wore on that creating day 
When he, who call'd with thouglit to birth 
Yon tented ſky, this laughing earth, | 
And dreſs'd with ſprings, and foreſls tall, [| | 
And pour'd the main engirting all, E 
Long by the lov'd enthuſiaſt woo'd, 
Himſelf in ſome diviner mood, 

Retiring, fate with her alone, 

And plac'd her on his ſapphire throne, 
The whiles, the vaulted ſhrine around, 
Seraphic wires were heard to ſound, 
Now ſublimeſt triumph ſwelling ; 

No on love and mercy dwelling ; 

And ſhe from out the veiling cloud 
Breath'd her mag'c notes aloud : 

And thou, thou rich-hair'd youth of morn, 

And all thy ſubject fe was born. 8 
The dangerous paſſions kept aloof, 
Far from the ſainted growing woof : 
But near it ſat ecſtatic Wonder, 
Liſtening the d-ep applauding thunder: 
And Truth, in ſunny veſt array d, 
By whoſe the Tarſol's eyes were made; 
All the ſhadowy tribes of mind, 
In bra:ded dance their murmurs join'd, 
And all the bright uncounted pow'rs, 
Who feed on heaven's ambroſial flow'rs. 
Where 
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Where is the Bard whoſe ſoul can now 
Its high preſuming hopes avow ? 
Where he who thinks, with rapture blind, 
This hallow'd work for him defign'd ? 
High on ſome cliff to heaven up-pil'd, 
Of rude acceſs, of proſpett wild, 
Where, tanglen round the jealous ſteep, 
Strange ſhades o erhrow the vallies deep, 
And holy Genii guard the rock, 
| Its glooms embrown, us ſprings unlock; 
By which a Milton lay, his evening ear, 
From many a cloud that dropt ethereal dew, 
Nigh ſpher'd in heaven its native ſtrains could hear : 
On which that ancient trump he reach'd was hung : 

From Waller's myrtle ſhades retreating, 
Wich many a vow from Hope's aſpiring tongue 
My trembling feet his guiding ſteps purſue ; 

In vain—ſuch blifs to ore alone, 

Of all the ſons of foul was known, 

And Heaven and Fancy, kindred pow'rs, 

Have now o'erturn'd th'inſpiring bow'rs, 
Or curtain'd cloſe ſuch ſcene from every future view. 

APOLOGY 


APOLOGY FOR VAGRANTS. 


R him, who, loſt to ev'ry hope of life, 
Has long with fortune held unequal ftrife, 
| Known to no human love, no human care, 
The friendlefs, homeleſs object of deſpa'r ; 
For the poor vagrant feel, while he complains, 
Nor from fad freedom ſend to ſadder chains. 
Alike, if folly or misfortune brought 
Thoſe laſt of woes his evil days has wrought — 
Relieve with ſocial mercy, and with me, 
Folly's misforiune inthe firſt degree. 
The houſeleſs wretch a widow'd parent bore; 
Who, then no more byjgold2n profpetts led, 
Of the poor Ind.an begg'd a leafy bed. | 
Cold on Canadian hills, or Minden's plain, 
Perhaps that parent mourn'd her ſoldier flain ; 
Bent oer her babe, her eye diſſolv'd in dew, 
The big drops m. ngling with the milk he drew, 
Gave the ſad preſage of his future year, 
The child of miſery, baptiz d in tears! 
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ON THE DEATH OF HIS LADY, 


By GEORGE LORD LYTTLETON. 


* Ipfe cava folans aegrum teſtudine amorem, 
* Te, dulcis conjux, te ſolo in littore ſecum, 
6 Te vemente die, te decedente canebat. 


A Thengh efcap d from ev'ry human eye, 
From ev'ry duty, ev'ry care, 


That in my mournful thoughts might claim a ſhare, 
Or force my tears their flowing ſtream to dry; 


Beneath the gloom of this embow'ring ſhade, 

This lone retreat, for tender ſorrow made, 

I now may give my burden'd heart relief, 
And pour forth all my ſtores of grief ; 


Of grief ſurpaſſing every other woe, 


Far as the pureſt bliſs, the happ'elt love 
Can on th* ennobled mind beilow, 
Exceeds the vulgar joys that move 

Our groſs deſires, * and low. 


Ye tufted groves, ye gently-falling rills, 

Ye high o'erſhadowing bills, 

Ye lawns gay-ſmiling with eternal green, 

Oft have you my Lucy ſeen ! | 
Vol, IV. 14. A Bor 
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But never ſhall you now behold her more: 
Nor will ſhe now, with fond delight, 
And taile refin'd, your rural charms explore. | 4 


Clos d are thoſe beauteous eyes in endleſs night, I 
Thole beauteous eyes, where beaming us'd to ſhine 
Reaſon's pure light, and Virtue's ſpark divine. 


Oft would the Dryads of theſe woods rejoice | 
Io hear her heavenly voice ; 
For her deſpiſing, when deſign'd to 1 
The ſweeteſt ſongſters of the ſpring: 
The woodlark and the linnet pleas'd no more: 
The nightingale was mute, = 
And ev'ry ſhepherd's flute I 
Was call in filent ſcorn away, 
While all attended to her ſweeter lay. | 
Ye larks and linnets, now reſume your fong: 106 
And thou melodious Philomel, 
Again thy plaintive ſtory tell; 
For death has ſlopp d chat tune ful tongue, 
Whoſe matic could alone your warbling notes excel. 


In vain I look around 
O'er all the well-known ground, 
My Lucy's wonted footſteps tO deſcry 5 
Where oft we us'd to walk; 
W h-re oft in tender talk 
We ſaw the ſummer ſun go down the ſky ; 
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Nor by yon fountain's fide, 
Nor where its waters gliele | 
Along the valley, can ſhe now be found: 
In all the wide-{tretch'd proſpect's ample bound, 
No more my mournful eye 
Can aught of her eſpy, 
But che fad ſacred earta where her dear relics lie. 


O ihades of Llagley, where is now your boall ? 
| Your bright inhabitant is loſt. 
You ſhe preferr'd to all the gay reſucts 
Where female vanity might with to ſhine, 
The pomp of cities, and the pride of courts. 
Her modeſt beauties ſhunn d the public eye: 
To your ſ:queitzr'd dales 
And flower-embroider'd vales, 
From an admiring world ſhe choſ2 to fly. 
Wich nature there retir'd, and Nature's God, 
The ſilent paths of wiſdom trod, | 
And baniſh'd every paſſion fro:n her breaft : 
But thoſe, the gentleſt and the beſt, 
Whoſe holy flames with energy divine 
The virtuous heart enliven and improve, 


The conjugal and the maternal love. 


Sweet babes! who like the little play ful fwus 
Were wont to trip along theſe verdant lawns, 
A2 By 
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By ur delighted mother's fide, 
Wi, 20 Hor your inlant fleps ſtall guide? 
Ah! where 5 now che hand, whoſe tender co-2 


To evcry wr: Won 1 have form'd your you. 
And firew'd with Tow:rs the thorny ways of truth ? 
O lof; beyond repair! 
O wretci:ed father! left alone, 

To weep th ir dire misfortunes, and thy own ! 
How ſhall thy weaken'd mind, opprefs'd with woe, 
And, droop:ng o'er thy Lucy's grave, | 

Perform the Sinks that you doubly owe, 
No the, alas! is gone, | 
From ſolly and from vice their helple(s age to fave ? 


| Where were ye, Muſes, when relentleſs Fate 
From theſe fond arms your falt diſciple tore; 
From theſe lo id ar uns, that vainly ſlrove 
With haple ls, inelfectual love, 
To guard her boon from the mortal blow ? 
Could not your favouring pow'r, Aonian maids, 
Could not, alas! your pow'r prolong her date; 
For whom ſo oſt, in thefe infpiring ſhades, 
Or under Camden's moſs-clad mountains hoar, 
You open'd all your facred ſtore ; 
Whate er your ancient ſages taught, 
Vour ancient bards fublimely thought, 
And bade her * breaſt with all your ſpirit glow ? 
| Nor 
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Nor then did Pindus or Caftalia's plain, 
Or Aganippe's fount, your flops detain, 
Nor in the Thzſp.an valleys did you play; 
Nor then on Mincio's bank“ 
HBgeſet with oſiers dank, 
Nor where Clitumnus f rolls his gentle ſtream, 
Nor where, through hanging woods, 
| Steep Amio t pours his floods, 
Nor yet where Meles \ or III. las ll . 
Ill does it now beſ:cm, 
That, of your guardian care bereſt. 
To dire di ſeaſe and death your darling ſhouid be left. 
Now what avails it, that in early bloom, 
When higiut taniatlic toys 


Are all her ſex's joys, 
With you ſhe ſearchꝰ d the wit of Greece and Rome 2 
A3 And 


Tie Mincio runs by pats the birth-place of V. wail 

+ The Clitumnus is a river of Umbria, the vefidenee ＋ 
Propertius, 

2 The Anio runs through Tour or Tel, wice Hae 
| { The Meles is @ river of Ionia, from whence Homer; 
Juppoſed to be born on its banks, is called Melli ſigenes. 

| The Itlifus is @ river of Athens, 
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And all chat in her latter days, 

To emulate her ancient praiſe, 
Italia's happy genius could produce 3 2. 

Or what the Gallic fire 

Bright ſparkling could inſpire, 
Zy all the Graces temper'd and refin'd ; 
Or what, in Britain's iſle, 

Moſt favour'd with your finile, 
The pow'rs of Reaſon and of Fancy join'd 
To full perfettion have conſpir d to raiſe ? 

Ah! what is now the uſe 
Of all thoſe treaſures that enrich'd her mind, 


To black Oblivion's gloom for ever now conſign'd ! 


At leaſt, ye Nine, her ſpotleſs name 
Tis yours from death to ſave, 
And in the temple of immortal Fame 
Wich golden charafters her worth engrave. 

Come then, ye virgin ſiſters, come, 
And ſtrew with chotceſt flow 'rs her hallow'd tomb 3 ; 
But foremoſt thou, in ſable veſlment clad, 
Wich accents ſweet and fad, 
Thou plaintive Muſe, whom o'er his Laura's um 
| Unhappy Petrarch call'd to mourn, 
O come, and to this fairer Laura pay 


A tilore impafſion'd tear, . 


Tell how each beauty of ber mind and face 
Was brigliten'd by ſome ſweet peculiar grace * 
ow 


1 

Ho eloquent in ev'ry look 
Thro' her expreſſive eyes her ſoul diſtinAly ſpoke? 

Tell how her manners, by the world refin'd, 

Left all the taint of modiſh vice behind, 

And made each charm of poliſh'd courts agree 
Wich candid Truth's ſimplicity, 

And uncorrupted Innocence! 

Tell how to more than manly ſenſe 

She join'd the ſofi'ning influence 

Of more than female tenderneſs : 

How, in the thoughtleſs days of wealth-and j Joy» 
Which oft the care of others good deſtroy, 
\£$ Her kindly-melting heart, 
- To every want, and every woe, 
To guilt itfelf when in diltreſs, - 
And all relie that bounty could beſtow? 
E*en for the kid or lamb, that pour'd its life 
Beneath the bloody knife, 
Her gentle tears would fall; 
Tears, from ſweet Virtue's ſource, benevolent to all, 
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N ; Not only, good and. kind, 
= But firogg and elevated was her mind: 
A ſpirit that with noble pride 
On Fortune's ſmile os frown ; 


To Virtue's loweſt duty ſacrifice 
Or Intereſt or Ambition's higheſt prize ; 
That, injur'd or offended, never tried 
Its dignity by vengeance to maintain, 
But by magnanimous diſdain. 
A wit that, temperately bright, 

Wich inoſſenſive light 

All pleaſing ſhone ; nor ever paſs'd 


The decent bonds that Wiſdom's ſober hand, 


And ſweet Benevolence's mild command, 
And baſhful modeſty, before it calt. 
A prudence undeceiving, undeceiv'd, 
That nor too little nor too much believ d; 
That ſcorn'd unjuſt Suſpicion's coward fear, 
And, without weakneſs, knew to be ſincere. 
Such Lucy was, when in her faireſt days, 
Amidſt th' acclaim of univerſal praiſe. 

In life's and glory's freſheſt bloom, 


| So, where the ſilent ſtreams of Lins glide, 

In the ſoft boſom of Campania's vale, 

When now the wint'ry tempeſts all are fled, 
The verdant orange lifis its beauteous head; 


From ev'ry branch the balmy flow'rets riſe, 


| Death came remorſeleſs on, and ſunk her to the tomb. 


+ 


| 
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On ev'ry bough the golden fruits are ſeen ; 
With odours ſweet it fills the ſmiling ſkies, * 


The wood nymphs tend it, and th' Idalian queen: 


But in the midſt of all its blooming pride, 
A ſudden blaſt from Apenninus blows, 
Cold with perpetual ſnows ; | 


The tender blighted plant ſhrinks up its leaves, and dies, 


Ariſ:, O Petrarch! from th* Elyſian bow'rs, 


With never fading myrtles twin'd, 


And fragrant with ambroſial flow'rs, 


Where to thy Laura thou aga n art join'd; 
Ariſe, and hither bring the filver lyre, 
Tun'd by thy fk:1!ful hand, | 


To the fofi notes of elegant deſire, 


Wich which o'er many a land 


Was ſpread the fame of thy d ſaſlrous love: 


To me reſigu the vocal heli, 
And teach my ſorrows to relate 
Their mclancholy tale fo well, 
As may c' en things inanimate, 


| Roagh non oaks, and defart rocks, to pity move. 


What were, alas! thy woes, compar'd to mine ? 


To thee thy miſtreſs in the bliſsful band 


Of Hymen never gave her hand ; 


The joys ef wedded love were never thine, 


In thy domeſtic care 
She never bore a ſhare, 
Nor 
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Nor with endearing art 

Would heal thy wounded heart 
Of every ſecret grief that felter'd there: 
Nor did her fond affection on the bed 
Of lich neſs watch thee, and thy languid head 
Whole nights on her unwearied arm ſuſtain, 

And charm away the ſenſe of pain: 
Nor did ſhe crown your mutual flame 


| With pledg:s dear, and with a faher's tender name. 


O beſl of wives! O dcarer far to me 
Than when thy virgin charms 
Were yielded to my arms ; 
How can my ſoul endure the loſs of thee p 
How in the world, to me a defart grown, 
Abandon'd and alone, 
Without my ſweet companion can Ci hee ? 
V ithout thy lovely ſmile, 
The dear reward of every virtuous toil. 
What pleafures now can pall'd Ambition give? 
E'en the del ghiful ſenſe of well-carn'd praiſe, 


Unſhar'd by thee, no more my lifeleſs thoughts could 


For my diſtracted mind 
What ſuccour can I find? 


On whom for conſolation ſhall I call? 
Support me, ev'ry friend ; 


Your 
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Your kind aſſiſlance lend, | 
To hear the weight of this oppreſſive woe, 
Alas ! each friend of mine, | 
My dear departed love, ſo much was thine, 
That none has any comfort to beſtow, 
My books, the beſt relief 
In every other grief, 
Are now with your idea ſadden'd all: 
Each favourite author we together read 
My tortur'd memory wounds, and ſpeaks of Lucy dead. 
We were the happieſt pair of human kind : 
The rolling year its various courſe perform'd. 
And back return'd again ! | 
Another, and another, ſmiling came, 
And ſa our happineſs unchang'd remain, 
Stll in her golden chain 
Harmonious Concord did our wiſhes bind: 
Our ſtudies, pleaſures, talte, the ſame. 
O fatal, fatal ſtroke! 
That all this pleaſing fabric Love had rais'd 
Of rare felicity, 
On which even wanton Vice with envy gaz'd, 
And every ſcheme of bliſs our hearts had form'd, 
Wich ſoothing hope for many a future day, 
In one fad moment broke ! 8 
Yet, O my foul ! thy riſing murmurs ftay ; 
Nor 


4 1 
Nor dare th* all- viſe Diſpoſer to arraign, 
With i Fr i ba | 


That all thy full-blown joys at once ſhould fade, 


Was his moſt righteous will—and be that will obey'd. 
Wenld dy fond hove hiagraee ro her comment; 


And, in theſe low abodes of fin and pain, 
Her pure exalted foul, 
Usjaſtly, for thy partial good, detain? 

No—rather ſtrive thy grovelling mind to raiſe 

Up to that unclouded blaze, 
In which enthron'd ſhe now with pity ſees, 
How frail, how inſecure, how flight, 
Is every mortal bliſs; 

Even Love itfelf, if riſing by degrees 
Beyond the bounds of this imperfe&t ſtate, 
Whoſe fleeting joys ſo ſoon muſt end, 

It does not to its ſovereign good aſcend. 
Riſe then, my ſoul, with hope elate, 
And ſeek thoſe regions of ſerene delight, 
Whoſe peaceful path, and ever-open gate, 
No feet but thoſe of harden'd Guilt ſhall mifs : 
There Death himſelf thy Lucy ſhall reſtore ; 


There yield up all his pow's ne'cr to divide you more. 


THE 
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By ALEXANDER POPE, E-. 


E Nymphs of Solyma ! begin the ng: 
To heavenly themes ſublimer firains belong. 
The molly fountains and the ſylvan ſhades, 
The dreams of Pindus and th' Aonian maids, 
Delight no more. O Thou my voice inſpire, 
Who touch'd Iſaiah's hallow's lips with fire! 
Rapt into future times, the bard begun: 
A Virgin ſhall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son! 
From Jeſſe s root behold a branch ariſe, 
Whoſe ſacred flow 'r with fragrance fills the ſkies : 
Th' ethereal ſpirit o'er its leaves ſhall move, 
And on its top deſcends the myſtic Dove. 
| Ye heav'ns! from high the dewy nefiar pour, 
And in ſoft ſilence ſhed the kindly ſhow's! 
From ſtorms a ſhelter, and from heat a ſhade. 
| Returning Juſtice lift aloft her ſcale; 
Peace o'er the world her olive wand attend, 
And white-rob'd Innocence from heav'n deſcend. 
Swift fly the years, and riſe th' expected morn! 
Oh ſpring to light, auſpicious Babe, be born! 
Vol. IV. 14. B 
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See Nnure hates her earlieſt wreaths to bring,” 
With all the incenſe of the breathing {priag ; 
Sec lofty Lebanon his head advance, 
See nodding foceſts on the mountains dance; 
See ſpicy clouds from iowly Saron riſe, 
And Carmel's ſlow'ry top perfumes the ſkies ! 
Hark! a glad voice the lonely de ſart cheers; 
Prepare the way! a God, a God appears! 
A God, a God ! the vocal hills reply: 
Tne rocks proclaim th” approaching Deity. 
Lo, earth receives him from the bend:ng ſkics ! 
Sunk down, ye mountains, and, ye vallies, riſe! 
Wich h-ads deckn'd, ye cedars, homage pay ; 
Be f:nvuih, ye rocks ; ye rapid floods, give way! 
Ta- Saviour comes! by ancient bards foretold; 
Hear bin, ye deaf! and, all ye blind, behold ! 
He from thick fil ns ſhall purge the viſual ray, 
And on the ftx:1:1-f5. :ye-ball pour the day: 
*Tis he in obſlrueted paths of ſound ſhall clear, 
And bid new m ſic charin tht unfolding ear; 
The durab {hai ling, the lame his crutch forego, 
And leap exult.ag like the bo inding roe. 
No ſigh, no murmir, the wide world ſhall hear; 
From *v*ry face he wipes off ev'ry tear. | 
In ads nanane chuns thall death be bound, 
And heil's gr:m .yrant feel th' eternal wound, 
As the goud thep 1-rd tends his fl-ecy care, 
Secks freihell paſture, and the pureſt air, 
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Explores the loſt, the vrand ring ſheep directs, 
By day overſees them, and by night protects; 
The tender lambs he raiſes in hs arm. 
Fecds from his hand, and in his boſom warms : 
Thus fhall mankind kis guardian care engage, 
The promis'd father of che future age. 
No more ſhall nation againit nation riſe, 
Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful cyes, 
Nor fields with zivernrg fleel be cover'd ver, 
The brazen trumpete {indle rage no more; 
But uſeleſo lances into feythes ſhall bend, 
And the broad faulchion in a plough-ſhare erd. 
Then palaces ſhall rife ; the joyful fon 
Shall finiſh what his ſhorr-liv'd fire begun; 
Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhall yield, 
And the ſame hand that ſow'd ſhall reap the field. 
The ſwain in barren deſarts, with ſurprize, 
Sees L. lies ſpring. and ſudden verdure rife ; 
And ftarts, amidſt the th.rily wilds, to hear 
New falls of waiter murmuring in his ear. 
On rified rocks, the dragon's late abudes, 
The green recd trembles, and the bulruſh nods. 
W alle fandy valleys, once perplex d with thorn, 
Tie ſpiry tir and ſhapely box adorn; 
To leaſleſs ſhrubs the flow'ring palms ſucceed. 
And od'rous myrtle to the noifome weed. 
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The lambs with wolves ſhall graze the verdant mead, 
And boys in fow'ry bands the tiger lead; 
The ſteer and hon a one crib ſhall meet, 
And harnlels ferpems lick the pilgrrn's feet, 
The ſimiling infant in his hand {hall take 
The creſted bafil:{k and ſp:ckled ſnake, 
Fleas'd the green luſtre of their ſcales ſurvey, 


Rife, crown'd with light, imperial Salem, riſe ! 

Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes! 

See a long race thy ſpacious courts adorn ; 

In crowd'ng ranks on ev'ry fide ariſe, 

See barb'rous nations at ihy gates attend, 

Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bends 

S:e thy vright altacs throny' | with prollrate kings, 

And heap'd with products of Sabœen ſpring: ! 

For thee Idume's ſpicy foceſts blow, 

And ſeeds of gold in Optrr's mountains glow, 

Sec heav'n its ſparkling portals wide diſplay, 

And break upon thee in a flood of day. 

No more the riſing Sun ſhall gild the morn, 

Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her filver horn, 

But loft, diſſolv d in thy ſuperior rays, 

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 

O'erflow thy courts : the Light himſelf ſhall ſhine 
Reveal'd, and God's eternal day be thine ! 


And with their forky tongue ſhall innocently play. 


The 
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The ſeas ſhall waſte, the {kics in ſmoke decay, 

' Rocks fall to duſt, and mountains malt away; 

But fix d his word, his faving pow'r remains: 
Thy realm for ever laſts, thy own Meſſiah reigns! 


| — > <A — 
SONNET TO TWILIGHT, 
By MISS VILLIAMS. 
A MEEK Twilight! haſte to ſaroid the ſolar ray, 
| And bring the hour my penſive ſpirit loves; 
When Oer the hill is ſhed a paler day, 
That gives to ſtillneſs, and to night, the groves. 
Ah! let the gay, the roſeate morning hail; 
When, in the various blooms of light array'd, 
She bids freſh beauty live along the vale, 
And rapture tremble in the vocal ſhade : 
| Sweet is the lucid morning's op'ning flow'r, 
Her choral melodies bemiguly riſe, 
Yet dearer to my ſoul the ſhadowy hour, 
At which her bloſſoms cloſe, her muſic dies : 
For then mild nature, while ſhe droops ker head, 
Wakes the ſoft tear tis luxury torſhed, 
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By EDWARD WILLIAMS. 


HE Charmer of ſweet Mona's* iſle, 


4 With Death attendant on her ſmile, 
Intent on pilgrimage divine, 
Speeds to Saint David's holy ſhrine ; 
Too conſcious of a finful mind, 
And hopes ſhe may forgive neſs find. 


What crimes can to thy charge be laid ? 
Didſt thou contemn the ſuppliant poor, 
Drive helpleſs orphans from thy door, 

_ Vnduteous to thy parent prove, | 

Or yield thy charms to lawleſs love? 
No, Morvid, no; thy — 
Was form'd to pity the diſtreſs d 


Has ne'er one thought, one "I TERA 
That Virtue could not call ker own ; 


Nor haſt thou caus'd a parcui's pain 

Tilt quitting now thy native plain. 
Yet, lovely nymph, thy way purſue, 

And keep repentance full in view ; 
Y:eld 
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Yield not thy tongue to cold reſtraint, 
But hay thy foul before the Saint; 
Oh! tell him that thy lover dies; 
On death's cold bed unpi tied lies; 
Murdered by thee, relentleſs maid, 
And to th' untimely grave convey d. 
But ere he's number'd with the dead, 
Ere yet his lateſt breath is fled; 
Confeſs, repent, thou cruel fair, 
And hear, for once, a lover's prayer. 
So may the Saint, with ear benign, 
Sweet penitent, attend to thine. - 
Thou ſoon muſt over Menai“ go; 
May ev' ry current ſofily flow, 
Thy little bark fecurely glide 
Swift o'er the calm pellucid tide ; 
Unruffled be thy gentle breaſt, 
Without one fear to break thy reſt, 
Till thou act ſafely wafted o'er, 
To bold Arvenia's+ tow'ring ſhore. 
O! could I guard thy lovely form 
Safe through yon deſart of the ſtorm, | 


— 


Where 


* * — — 


ie frith or channel dividing Angleſea from Carnar - 
von ſu ire. | 
+ Carnarvon ſſire. 
T The Snowdon Mountains in Carnarvonſſire, ſup - 
pofed to be the higheſt in Britain. 
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Where fiercely rage encount'ring gales, 
And whirlwinds rend th' aftrig'ued vales : 
Sons of the tempeſt, ceaſe to blow, 
Sleep in your cavern'd glens below ; 
Ye ſtreams that, with terrific found, 
Pour from your thoufand hills around; 
Ceaſc with rude clamours to diſinay 
A gentle pilgrim on her way. 

Peace! rude Traeth Mawr ; no longer urge 
O'er thy wild ſtrand the ſweeping ſurge; 
Tis Morvid on thy beach appears, 

She dreads thy wrath—ſhe owns her fears; 
O! let the meek repentant maid 
| Securely through thy windings wade. 
Traeth Bychan, check thy dreadful ire; 
And bid thy foaming waves retire : 

Till, from thy threat'ning dangers freed, 
My charmer trips the flow'ry mead, 
Then bid again, with ſullen roar, 
Thy billows laſh the ſounding ſhore. 
Abermo,* from thy rocky bay, 

Drive each terrific ſurge away: 

Though ſunk beneath thy billows lie 
Proud fanes that once aſſail'd the ſky, 
Daſh'd by thy foam, yon vellal braves, 
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O! Cyric,*® ſee my lovely fair 
Con'ign'd to thy paternal care; 
Rebuke the raging feas, and land 
My Morvid on yon friendly ſtrand. 

Dy ſfynnm,+ tame thy furious tide, 
Fix'd at thy ſource in peace abide; 
She comes -O] greet her with a ſmile !— 
The charmer of ſweet Mona's iſle, 

So may thy limpid nll around, 
Purl down their dells with ſoothing ſound, 
Sport on thy boſom, and diſplay 
Their cryſtal to the glittering day; 

Nor ſhrink from Summer's parching ſun, 

Nor, chain'd in ice, forget to run. 

So may thy verdant marge along 
Mervinia's} Bards in raptur'd ſong 
Dwell on thy hold majeſtic ſcene, 

Huge hills, vaſt woods, and vallies green, 
| Where revels thy enchanting ftreamy 
The lover's haunt, the poet's theme. 


Nie patron Saint of the Welſh mariners. 
+ A river in Merionethfhre, running through a beau- 


tiful country. 


A Merionet /i ire. 
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On beds of ooze unruſled fleep; 
O'er thy green wave my Morvid fails ; 
Conduct her fafe ye gentle gales; 
 Charm'd with her beauties, waſi her o'er 
To fam d Ceredig's wond ring ſhore. 
Foaming KRhedoil, rage no more 
Down thy rocks w. th echo'd roar; 
Be ſil nt. V ſtwyih, in thy meads, 
Gl de tofily through thy peaceful reeds; 
Nor b d ti dells rude Acton ing, 
But halt at wy maternal ſpring ; 
Hide from the nymph. ye torrents wild, 
Or wear, bke her, an aſpett m ld; 
For her light lle ps clear all your ways; 
Ol liſten! tis a lover prays! 
No ſafe ben: ath ſerener ſkies, 
Where ſof. er beauties c harm her eyes, 
She Teiv.'s* verdant region roves, 
Views verdani meads ard penſile groves ; 
Ye lovely ſcenes, to Morvid's heart, 
Warmthough.s of tenderneſs unpart, 
Such as in buſy tumults roll, 
When love's confulion fills the ſoul. 


Her 


7 4 large river, dividing Were from Cardi- 


gan ire. 


A large river dividing the counties of Cardigan and 


Pembroke, 
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Her wearied ſtep, with awe profound, 
Now treads Menevia's honour'd ground, 
At Dar d's ſhr:ne now. lovely maid, 
Thy p ous or ſors are paid: | 


He ſecs the fecre.s of thy breaſt, 
One fin, one only, flands con fe ſs'd, 


One heinous guilt, that, ruthleſs, gave 
The hopeleſs lover to the grave. 
Thy ſoftened boſom now relents, 


Of all its cruelty repents, 


G:ves to Remorſe the fervent ſigh, 
Sweet pity's tear bedews thine eye; 
Now love |:ghts up its hallow d fire, 


Melts all thy heart with chaſte deſire; 


O: Morvid, to thy Bard return; 


One tender look will cure his pain. 


A life like that of Saints above, 
Extatic joy, and endleſs love. 


THE 


THE 


DAY OF JUDGMENT. 


A Seatonian Prize Poem. 
By Dr. GLYNN. 


"HY Juſtice, heav'nly King! and that great day, 
When virtue, long abandon'd and forlorn, 
Shall raiſe her penſive head; and vice, that erſt 
Rang'd unreprov'd and free, ſhall fink appall'd; 
I fing advent'rous—But what eye can pierce 
The vaſt immeaſurable realins of ſpace, 
O'er which Meſſiah drives his flaming car 
To that bright region, where enthron'd he fits, 
 Firlt-born of Heav'n, to judge aſſembled worlds, | 
Cloth'd in celeſtial radiance ? Can the Muſe, 
Her feeble wing all damp with earthly dew, 

Soar to that bright empyreal, where around 
Myriads of angels, God's perpetual choir, 

Hymns hallelujahs, and in concert loud 
 Chaunt ſongs of triumph to their Maker's — 
Yet will I ſtrive to fing, albeit unus d 
To tread poetic foil. What though the wiles 
Of Fancy me enchanted, ne'er could lure 

To rove o'er Fairy lands; to ſwim the ſtreams 
That through her valleys wave their mazy way; 


Or 
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EObCes as wo os ot es as as wt ut ad 


Vo 


Infpir'd intothe mortal maſs, ſhall reſt 


In laws, in rites, in manners diſagree, 
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Or climb her mountain tops; yet will I raite 
My fecble voice to tell what harmony 
(Sweet as the muſic of the rolling ſpheres) 


Attunes the moral world: that Virtue il! 
May hope her promis d crown; that vice may dread 


Vengeance, though late; that reas'ning Pride may own 


Juſt, though unſearchable, the ways of Heav n. 


Sceptic ! whoe'er thou art, who ſay ſi the ſoul, 
That divine particle which God's own breath 


Annihilate, till Duration has unroll'd 
Her never-ending line; tell, if chou know, 


Why every nation, every clime, though all 


With one conſent expett another world, 


| Where wickedneſs ſhall weep ? Why Paynim bards 


Fabled Elyſian plains, Tartarean lakes, 

Styx and Cocytus? Tell, why Hali's ſons 

Have feign'd a paradiſe of mirth and love. 
Banquets and blooming nymphs? Or rather tell, 


Why, onthe brink of Orellana's ſtream, 


Where never ſcience rear'd her ſacred torch, 

Th untutor'd Indian dreams of happicr worlds 
Behind the cloud-topt hill ? Why in each breaſt 

Is plac'd a friendly monitor, that prompts, 

Informs, dire&s, encourages, forbids ? 

Tell, why on unknown evil grief attends, 
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Or jey on ſecret good ? Why conſcienee acts 
With tenfold force, when ſickneſs, age, or pain 
Stands tott'ring on the precipice of death ? 

Or why ſuch horror gnaws the gulty foul 

Of dying finners, while the good man fleeps 
Peaceful and calm, and with a ſmile expires ? 
Look round the world! with what a partial hand 
The ſcale of bliſs and mis'ry is ſuſtain d! 
Beneath the ſhade of cold obſcurity ß, 

Pale Virtue Les ; no arm ſupporis her head, 

No friendly voice ſpeaks comfort to her foul, 
Nor ſoit-eyed Pity drops a melting tear; 
But, in their lead, Contempt and rude Diſdain 
Inſult the baniſh'd wanderer: on ſhe goes, 
Negletcted and ſorlorn: Diſeaſe and Cold, 
And Famine, worſt of ills, her ſteps attend! 
Vet patient, an, to Heaven's juſt w. Il reſign'd, 
She nc'er is feen wo we'P, or heard to ſigh 


Now turn your eyes to yon ſweet-fnelling bow'r, 


Where, fluſht'd with all the infoi-nce of wealth, 

| Sits pampor'd Vice! For him ih Arabian gale 
 Breathes forth, delicious odours; Calla s halls 
For him pour nectar from the purple vine. 

Nor iti; for thcfe he pays the tribute due | 

To ticav'n:; of tleav'n.he never names the name, 
Save wien with imprecauons dark and dire 


He points his jeſt obſceue. Yet buxom Healh | 
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Sits on his-roſy cheek ; vet Honour gilds 
His high exploits; and downy-p'nion'd fler 
Sheds a ſofi opiate o'er his peace fill couch. 

Sceſt thou this, righteous Father! ſeeſt thou this, 
And wilt thou ne'er repay ? Shai: good and ill 
Be carried und iſlinguiſli d to the land 
Where all things are forgot ?—Ah, no ! the day 
Will come, when Virtue from the cloud ſhall burſt, 
That long obſcur'd her beams ; when Sin ſhall fly 
Back to her native Hell; there fink eclips'd 
In penal darkneſs; where nor ſlar ſhall riſe, 

Nor ever ſunſhine pierce th' impervious gloom. 

On that great day the ſolemn trump ſhali found, 
(That trump which once in heav'n, on man's revolt 
Convok'd th* aftoniſh'd ſeraphs) at whoſe voice 
Th' unpeopled graves ſhail pour forth all their dead. 
Then ſhall th'aſſembled nations of the earth 
From ev ry quarter of the judgment · ſeat 

Unite ; Egyptians, Baby lonians, Greeks, 

Parthians ; and they who dwelt on Tyber's banks, 

Names fam'd of old : or who of later age, 

Chineſe and Ri. Han, Mexican and Turk, 

Terant the wild t-rrene ; and they who pitch 

Their cuts on N.ger's banks; or, where the ſun 

Pours on Golconda's fpircs his carly light, 

Drink Ganges“ ſacred rean. Ati once thall r. ſe, 

Whom diſlaut ages tv each otuers fight Dh 
= C3 | Had 
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Had long denied : before the throne ſhall kneel 
Some great Progenitor, while at his fide 
Stand his deſcendants through a thouſand lines. 
W autc'er their nation, and whate'er their rank, 
Heroes and patriarchs, ſlaves and ſcepter'd kings, 
Wich equal eye the God of ali ſhall ſee, 
And judge with equal love. What though the — 
Wich coſtly pomp and aromatic ſweets 
Embalm' d his poor rema:ns ; or through the dome 
A thouſand tapers ſhed their gloomy light, | 
While folemn organs to his parting foul ' 
Chaunted ſlow oriſons ? Say, by what mark 
Doſt thou diſcern him from that lowly ſwain 


Long lay neglected? All at once ſhall riſe, 

But not to equal glory ; for, alas! 

Wich howlings dire and execrations loud, 

Some wail their fatal birth. —Firſt among theſe 
Behold the mighty murd'rers of mankind : 

They who in ſport weile kingdoms fl-w ; or they 
Who tott'ring to the pinnacle of power 

Waded through ſeas of blood! How will they curſe. 
The madneſs of ambition! how lament 
Their dear. bought laurels; when the widow'd wife 
And childleſs mother at the judgment ſeat 

Plead trumpet-tongued againſt them *—here a are they 
YO an an aged father to the grave; 
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Or with unkindneſs hard, and cold diſdain, 
Slighted a brother's fuff rings. Here are they 
Whom fraud and ſkillful treachery long ſecur'd; 
Whom from the infant virgin tore her dow'r, 

And ate the orphan's bread ; who ſpent their — 
In ſelfiſh luxury; or o'er their gold 

Proſtrate and pale ador d the wuiclels ! heap. | 
Here too who {tain'd the chaſte connubial bed! 
Who mix'd tbe pois'nous bowl; — r broke the ties 
Of hoſpitable friendſhp : and che wretci 

Whoſe liſfil-fs ſoul, fick with the cares of life, 
Unſummon'd, to the prefence of his God | 
Ruſh'd in with inſult rude. IIo would they joy 
Once more to viſit earth, and though opprefs'd 


Wich all that pain and famine can inllict 


Pant up the hill of life? Vain wiſh ! the Judge 
Pronounces doom eternal on their heads, 

Perpetual pumſhment ! for that th Almighty will 
Has hid from mortal eyes: and ſhall vain man 
With curious ſearch refin'd preſume to pry 
Into thy ſecrets, Father? No! let him 

With humble patience all thy works adore, 

And walk in all thy paths ; fo ſhall his meed 

Be great. in heav'n, ſo haply ſhall he ſcape 
Tu mortal worm, and never-cealing fire. 
C 3 Bug 
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But who are they, who bound in tenfold chains 
Srand korribly aghaft ? This s that crew 
Who ſtrove te pull Jehovah from his throne, 
And in the place of heaven's eternal King, 
Set up the phantom Chance. For them in vain 
Alternate ſeaſons cheer'd ihe rolling year; 
In vain the fun o'er herb, tree, fruit, and flow'r 
Shed genial influence mild ; and the pale moon 
Repair'd her waning orb. Next theſe is placed 
The vile blaſphemer; he whoſe impious wit 
Profan d the facred myſteries of faith, 
And 'guait thi impenetrable walls of heav? n 
Planted his feeble battery. By theſe ſtands 
The Arch Apoltate : he with many a wile 
Exhorts thern ſtill to foul revolt. Alas! 
No hope have they from black deſpair, no ray 
Shines through the gloom to cheer their finking | foul: 82 
In agonies of grief they curſe the hour | 
When frit they let Religion's onward way. 
Theſe on che leit are ravg'd : but on the right 
A choſ-n band appears, who fought beneath 
The banner of Jehovah, and dehed | 
Satan's united legions. Some, unmor'd 
At the grim tyrant's frown, o'er bard're:5 e!imes. 
Diffus'd the Goipzl's light: ſome long immur d 
(Sad fervitud: ! in chains and dungeons pin'd 
Dr, rack d with all the agonies of pain, 
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For thee nor rankling Eu: y can infect, 
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Breath d out their faithful lives. Thrice happy they 


Whom heav*n elected to that glor:ous ſtrife— 
Here are they plac d, whoſe kind munificence 
Made heaven born Science raiſe her drooping head ; 
And on the labours of a future race 

Entail'd their juſl reward. Thou amongſt "TY 
Good Seaton ! whoſe well-judg'd benevolence 
Foſt'ring fair Genius, bade the poet's hand 
Bring annual of rings to his Maker's ſhrine, 
Shalt find the g2nerous care was not in vain.— 
Here is that fav rite band, whom mercy mild, 
God's beſt-lov'd attribute, adorn'd ; whoſe gate 
Stood ever open to the {tranger's call; 


|  Whofcd the hungry ; to the thirlly lip 


Reach'd out the friendly cup ; whole care benign 
From the rude blaſt ſecur'd the pilgrim's ſide; 


Who heard the widow's tender tale, and ihook. 


The galling ſhackle from the pris'ners feet; 
Who each endcacing tie, each office knew 

Of meck-eycd, heaven-deſcended Charity. 

O Charity, thou nymph divinely fair! 
Sweeter than thoſe whom ancient pots bound, 
In amity's indi ſſoluble chain, 

The Graces! how ſhall I clay to paint 

Thy charms, ecleftial maid ! and in rude verſe 
Blazon thoſe deeds thyſolf did ne'cr reveal ? 


Nor 


1 
Nor rage tranſport, nor high o erweening pride 
Puff up with vain conceit : ne'er didit thou ſmile 


To ſee the finner as a verdant tree 


Spread his luxuriant branches o'er the ſtream; 
While, like ſome blaſted trunk, the righteous fall 
Proftrate, forlorn. When prophecies ſhall fail, 
When tongues ſhall ceaſe, when knowledge is no more, 
And this great day is come, thou by the throne 
| Shalt fit triumphant. Thither, lovely maid ! 
Bear me, O bear me on thy ſoaring wing, 
And through the adamantine gates of heaven 
Condu& my ſte ps, ſafe from the fiery gulph 
And dark abyſs, where Sin and Satan reign ! 

But can the Muſe, her numbers all too weak, 
Tell how that reſtleſs element of fire 
Shall wage with ſeas and earth inteſtine war, 
And deluge all creation ? Whether {fo 
Some think) the comet, as through fields of air 
Lawlefs he wanders, ſhall ruſh headlong on, 
Thwarting th” ecliptic, where th' unconſcious earth 
Rolls in her wonted courſe ; whether the fun 
With force centripetal into his ob —& 
Attract her, long reluftant ; or the caves, 
Thoſe dread volcano's, where engend'ring lie 
Sulpherous minerals, from their dark aby ſs 
Pour ſtreams of liquid fire; while from above, 
As erſt oa Sodom, Heaven's avenging hand 


Rain; 


| And from the Black Sea to the ocean fiream 


& 
Rains fierce combuſtion. —W hore are now the works 
Of art, the toil of ages — Where are now 
Th' imperial cities, ſ-pulchres, and domes, 
Trophies and pillars ? Where? :s £gypt's boaſt, 
Thoſe lofty pyramids, which high in air 
R-ar'd their aſpiring heads, to d'{tunt times 
Of Memphian pride a laſting monument; 
Tell me where Athens ra:s'd her tow'rs ? where Thebes 
Open'd her hundred portals ?—Tell me where | 
Stood ſea-gitt Albion ? where imperial Ro.ae, 
Propt by ſeven hills, fat like a fc-ptred queen, 
And aw'd the tributary world to peace? 
Shew me the rampart which o'er many a hill, 
Through many a valley, ſtretch'd its wide extent, 


| Raid by that mighty monarch to repel | 


The roving Tartar, wien with infult rude 

Gainſt Pekin's tow'rs he bent th* unerring bow. 
But what is mimic art ? E'en Nature's works, 
Seas, meadows, paſlures, the meand'ring ſtreams, 

 Andeverlafting hills, ſhall be na more. 
No more ſhall Teneriff, cloud-piercing height! 
O'erhang ih“ Atlantic ſurge ; nor that fam'd cliff, 
Thro' which the Perſian ftcer'd with many a fail, 
Throw to the Lemnian iſle its evening ſhade 
O'er half the wide Ægean.— Where are now | 

| The Alps that confin'd with unnumber'd realms, 


Stretch d 


n 
Stretch'd their extended arms? — Where's Ararat, 
That hill on which the faithful patriarch's ark, 
Which ſeven long months had voyag'd o'er it: top, 


Firſt reſted, when the earth with all her ſors, = E\ 
As now by flreaming cataracts of fire, | \# 
Was whelm'd by mighty waiers?—All at once | .. 
Are vaniſh'd and d:fTolv'd ; no trace romains, | A * 
No mark of vain diſtiuction: heaven uf lf, | * 
That azure vault, with all thoſe rad au: vrbs, | 6 
Sinks in the univerſal ruin loſt. 1 6 
No more ſhall planets round their central ſun Es: 6 


Move in harmonious dance; no more the moon 
Hang out her filver lamp; and thoſe xd ſtars, 
Spangling the golden car opy of n ght, 
Which oft the Tuſcan with h.s optic glaſs | 
Call'd from their wond'rous height, to read their names 
And magnitude, ſome winged miniſter 
Shall quench ; and (ſureſt ſign that all on earth 
Is leſt) ſhall rend from heaven the my ſlic bow. 

Such is that aw fal, that tremendous day, 
Whoſe coming who ſhall tell ? For as a thief 

Unheard, unſeen, it flcals with ſilent pace 

Through night's dark givom.—Perhaps as here I ft, 
And rudely carol theſe incondite lays, 
Soon {hall the hand be check'd, and dumb the mouth 
That li ſps the falt'ring flrain.—O may it ne'er 
Intrude unwelcome on an ill-fpent hour; 


Bur 
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But find me wrapt in meditations h- „ 
Hymning my ou Creator ! 
© Pow'r Supreme! 
6 Ocverlalt:ng King! to thee I kneel, 
To thee I lift my voice. With fervent heat 
Melt, all ye elements! Ard thou, high heaven, 
Shrink like a ſhrivell'd ſcroll ! But think, O Lord, 
Think on the beſt, the nobleſſ of thy works; 
Think on thine own bright image! Think on him 
Who died to ſave us from thy righteous wrath ; 
2 hed Wil hr andbet oath mipnatecr cont 


THE RETROSPECT OF LIFE. 


1 1 chance may take or give; 
3 Beauty | vesa day, and dies; 
Honour lulls us while we live; | 
Mirth's a cheat, and pleaſure flies. 


Is there nothing worth our care, 
Time, and chance, and death, our foes 7 
If our joys ſo fleeting are, 
Are weouly tied to woes? 
Let bright virtue anſwer, No; 
Her eternal pow'rs prevail, 
When honours, riches, ceaſe to flow, 
And beauty marth, and pleaſure fail. 
x | POLLIO, 


. ELEGIAC ODE; 


WrittTER IN THE WOOD NEAR R— CASTLE, 1762 


By Mr. MICKLE. 


Spem bonam certamque domum repor to. HORACE, 
: The playful ſchool-boys wanton — 
The villagers in ruſtic joy COnvene. 


Amid the ſecret windings Ken 
Wich ſolemn Meditation let me ſtray; 

This is the hour when tv the wiſe and good 
The heavenly maid repays the toils of day. 

Whiſpers the gently waving boughs among : 

The {lar of evening glimmers o'er the dale, 

And leads the filent hoſt of Heaven along, 


How bright, emerging o'er yon broom-clad height, 
The ſilver empreſs of the night appears; 

Von limp«i pool refletis a ſtream of light, 

And faintly in its breaſt the woodland bears. mY 


. 
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Ihe waters tumbling o'er their rocky bed, 
Solemn and conſtant, from yon dell reforms ; 
The lonely hearths blaze o'er the diſlant glade ; 
The bat, low-wheeling, ſkims the duſky ground. 


Auguſt and hoary, o'er the ſloping dale, 


The Gothic abbey rears its ſculptur'd tow'rs ; 


Dull through the roofs reſounds the whiſiling gale, 


Dark ſolitude among the pillars low'rs. 


Where yon old trees bend o'er a place of graves, 
And ſolemn ſhade a chapel's fad remains, 


: Where yon ſcach'd poplar through the window waves, 


And, twining round, the hoary arch ſuſlains; 


| There oft, at dawn, as one forgot behind, 


Who longs to follow, yet unknowing where, 
Some hoary ſhephetd, o'er his ſtaff reclin'd, | 
| Pores on the graves, and ſighs a broken pray'r. 


High o'er the pines, that with their dark nir 4 ſnade 


Surround yon craggy bank, the caſtie rears 


Its crumbling turrets; flil] its tow'ry hend 


A warlike mien, a ſullen grandeur wears. 


So, 'midſt the ſnow of age, a boaſt ful acc 


Still on the war-worn veteran's brew aitends ; 


Still his big bones his youthful prime declare, 


| Tho' trembling o'er the ſceble crutch he Ends. 
Vol. IV. 14 D Wilks 


191 
Wild round the gates che duſky wall-flow'rs creep, 
Where oft the knights the beauteous dames have led, 
Gore is the bow'r, the grota ruin'd heap, | 
Where bays and ivy o'er the fragments ſpread. 


*Twas here or fires exnlting from the fight, 

Great in their bloody arms, march'd o'er the lea, 
Ex ing their reſcued fields with proud delight! 

Now loſt to them! and ah ! how chang'd to me ! 


This bank, the river, and the fanning breeze, 
Tae dear idea of my Poil.o bring; 

So ſuone the moon thro” theſe ſoft nodding trees, 
When here we wander'd in the eves of ſpring. 


| When April's ſmiles the ſlow'ry lawn adorn, 

And modeſt cowſlips deck the {treamlet's fide ; 
When fragrant orchards to the roſeate morn 

Unfold their bloo =, in heaven's own colours dyed : 


So fair a bloſſom gentle Pollio wor, 
Theſe were the emblems of his healthful mind; 
To him the lotter'd page diſplay'd its lore, 


To him bright Fancy all her wealth reſign'd; 


Him with her pureſt flames the Muſe endow'd, 
Flames never to th' illberal thought allied: 
The facred tiers led where Virtue glow'd 


In all her charms ; be law, hs felt, and died. 
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O partner of my infant gric fs and joue! 
Big with tz ſcenes now paſt, my heart oer Hos 
Bids each endearment, fair a. ne, tO rife, 
And dwells luxurious on her melting woes. 


Oſt with the riſing ſun, when Life was new, 
Along the woodland have I roam'd with thee; 
Oft by the moon have bruſh'd the evening dew, 

| When all was fearleſs innocence and glee, = 


The fainted well, where yon bleak hill declines, 

Has oft been conſcious of thoſe happy hours; 

But now the hill, the river crown'd with pines, 
And fainted well have loſt their cheering pow 133 


For chou art gone. My guide, my friend ! oh where, 


Where haft thou fled, and le me here behind ? 


| My tend”reſt wiſh, my heart to thee was bare; 
Oh now cut off each paſſage to my mind! 


How dreary is the gulph ! how dark, how void, 
The tra:::1:fs ſhores that never were repaſs'd ! 


Dread ſ-paration ! on the depth untried, 


Hope faulters, and the foul recoils aghaſt ! 
Wid> rind the ſpacious heavens I caſt my ex es: 


And .hall che ſe flars glow with immortal fire ? 
Sull ſh.ne the lifelcſs glories ofthe ſkies ? 
And could thy bright, thy leing foul expire ? 


I 2 Far 
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Far be the thov gut? The pleaſures molt fublime, 
The glow of n and the virtuous tear, 
The tow ring w:#h that ſcorns the bounds of time, | 
Clhill'd in this vale of death, but languiſh here. | 


So plant the vinz on Norway's wint'ry land, f 
The languid ſtranger feebly buds and dies: | 
Yet there's a clime where Virtue ſhall expand 

Wich godlike ftrength beneath her native ſkies ! 


The lonely fh-pherd on the mountain's fide - 


Wich pati-n<2 waits the roſy opening day; 

The mariner at midnighit's dark ſome ride 

Wich che-rf.] hope expects the morning ray: 5 

Thus I, on life” s ſorm-beaten ocean toſs'd, 
In mental vifion view the happy ſhore, 


Where Pollio beckons to the peaceful coalt, 
Where fate and death divide the friends no more 


Oh that ſome kind, ſome pitying kindred ſhade, 
Who now perhaps frequents this folemn grove, 


Would tell the awful ſecrets of the dead, 
And from my eyes the mortal film remove! 


Vain is the wſh—yet ſurely not STM 

Man's boſom gluws with that celeſtial fire | 

Which ſcorns earth's luxuries, which ſmiles at pain, 
Ad wings lis fpirit with ſublime defire ! 


To 
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To ſan chis ſpark of heaven, this ray divine. 
Still, O my foul ! ſlill be thy dear employ ; 
Still thus to wander tlio” the ſhades be thine, 
And ſwell thy breait with vitonary joy! 


Sao to the dark-brow'd wood, or facred mount, 


In ancient days, the holy feors retir'd ; 
And, led in vifon, drank at Siloe's fount, 
While riſing ecſtacies their boſoms lir'd.. 


Relſtor'd creation bright be fore them role, 
The burning de ſaris ſmil'd as Eden's pla.ns : 


One friendly ihade the wolf and lambk:in choſe; 


The flow'ry mountain ſung, * Mefhal reins !' 


Tho” fainter raptures my cold breaſt inſpire, 


Yet let me oft frequent this folemn fcens ; 


 Oflt to the abbey's ſhatter'd walls retire, 


What time the moon{hiue dimly yleams between. | 


There, where the croſs in hoary rum nods, 
And weeping yews o'erſhade the letter'd ſtones ; 
While midnight ſilence wraps theſe drear abodcs, 
And ſoothes me wandering o'er my kindred bones: 


Let kindled Fancy view the glor:ous morn. 
When from the burſting graves the juſl ſhall rife, 


All Nature ſmiling ; and, by angels bone, 


Meſſiah's croſs far blazing o'er the ſkies ! 
23 I. vcidas 
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ET once more, O ye laure!s, and once more, 
Ye myriles brown, with ivy never ſere, 


Ic ne to pluck your berries harih and crude, 
And with forc'd fingers rude, 


Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year 

Buter conſtraint, and fad occaſion dear, 

Compels me to diſturb your ſeaſon due; 

For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime, 

Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer: 

V do would not fing for Lycidas ? he knew 

II mſelf to ſing, and build the loſty rhime. 

He mull not float upon his wat'ry bier 

Unwept, and wolter to the parching wind, 

Without the mee.| of ſome melodious tear. 
Begin ben, fikers of the ſacted well, 

That iron ben-ath the ſeat of Jove doth ſpring, 

Begin, aul ſome what lot dly ſweep the firing. 

Hence with denial vain, and coy excuſe, 

So may ſame gentle Muſe 

Wich lucky words favour my dellin' d urn; 

And as ſhe paſſes turn. 

And bid fair peace be to my fable ſhroud, 
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For we were nurſt upon the ſelf-fame hill, 
Fed the ſame flock by fountain, ſhade, and rill. 
Together both, ere the high lawns appear'd 
Under the opening eye-lids of the morn, 
We drove ai-|d, and both together heard, 
What time the gray-fly winds her ſultry horn, 
Batt'ning our flocks with the freſli dews of night, 
Oft till the {tar that roſe at evening bright 
Tow'rd Heaven's deſcent had fhop'd his weſtring wheel. 
Meanwhile the rural dittics were not mute, 


Temper'd to the oaten ſlute; 
Rough Satyrs danc'd, and Fauns with cloven heel 
From the glad found would not be abſent long, 
And old Damætas lov'd to hear our ſong. | 
But, O the heavy change! now thou art gone, 
No thou art gone, and never muſt return! 
Thee, Shepherd, thee the woods, aad defart caves 
Wich wild thyme and the gaiiding vine o'ergrown, 
And all their echoes, mourn, 
The w:llows, and the hazel copſes green, 
Shall now no more be ſeen, 
Fanning their joyous leaves to thy ſoft lays. 
As killing as the canker tothe roſe, 
Oz taint-worm to the weaning herds that graze ; 
Or froſt to flow'rs, that their gay wardrobe wear, 
When firſt the white-thorn blows; | 
Such, Lycidas, thy loſs to ſhe pherds ear. 
1 Where 
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Where were ye, Nymphs, when the remorſeleſs deep. 
Clos'd o'er the head of your lov'd Lycidas ? 
For neither were ye playing on the ſteep, 
Where your old Bards, the famous Druids, lie, 
Nor on the ſhaggy top of Mona high, 
Nor yet where Deva ſpreads her wiſard ſtream : 
Ah me, I fondly dream! 
Had ye been tbe ans ent have deve Þ.- 
What could the Muſe herſelf that Orpheus bore, 
The Muſe herſelf for her cnclianting ſon, 
Whom univerſal nature did lament, | 
When by the rout that made the hideous roar, 
His goary viſage down the ſtream was ſent, 
Down the ſwift Hebrus to the Leibian ſhore ? 
Alas ! what boots it with inceſſant care 
To tend the homely lighted ſhepherd's trade: 
And ſtrittly meditate the thankleſs Muſe ? 
Were it not better done, as others uſe, 
To ſport with Amary llis in the ſhade, 
Or with the tangles of Neæra's hair ? 
Fame is the ſpur that the clear ſpirit doth raiſe 
To ſcorn delights, and hve laborious days ; 
But the fair guerdon whom we hope to find, 
And think to burſt out into ſudden blaze, 
Comes the blind Fury with th'abhorred ſhears, 
And flits the 2 liſe. ._ not the praiſe, 
Fhabus 
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Phœbus replied, and tonch'd my trembling ears 3 
Fame is no plant that grows on mort. dl ſoil, 
Nor in the gliſt'ring foil 
Set off to the world, nor in broad rumour lies, 
But lives and ſpreads aloft by thoſe pure eyes, 
And perfe& witneſs of all- judging love; 
As he pronounces laſſly on each deed, 
Of ſo much fame in Heaven expect thy meed. 
O fountain Arethuſe, and thou honour'd floods, 


- © Smooth-fliding Mincius, crown'd with vocal recds, 


That ſtrain I heard was of a higher mood ; 
But now my oat proceeds, 


FE Ard liflens tothe herald of the ſea 


That came in Neptune's plea ; 

He aſk'd the waves, and alk 'd the b 

What hard miſhap had doo mn'd this gentle ſwain ? 

And queſtion d ev ry guil of rug ed winds 

That blows from cir each bea ed promontory, 

They knew not of his tory, 

And ſage Hippotades their anſu er brings, 

That not a blaſi was from his dungeon ficay'd, 

The air was calm, and on the level brine 

Sweet Panope with all her filters play'd 

It was that fatal and perfidious bark 

Built in th'eclipſe, and rigg'd with curſes dark, 

That ſunk fo low that ſacred head of thine, 
1 5 mm lik 
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Next Camus, reverend fire, went footing flow, 
His mantle hairy, and his bonnet ſedge, 
Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge 
Like to that ſanguine flow'r lnſerib'd with woe. 
Ah! who hath reft (quoth he) my deare ſt pledge ? 
Laſt came, and laſt did go. 

The pilot of the Galilean lake; 

Two maſſy keys he bore of metals twain, 

(The golden opes, the iron ſhuts amain) 

He ſhook his mitred locks, and ſtern he ſpake, 
How well could I have ſpar'd for thee, young ſwain, 
Enow of ſuch as for their bellies? ſake 

Creep, and intrude, and climb into the fold? 

Of other care they little reck'ning make, 

Than how to ſcramble at the ſhearers' feall, 

And ſhove away the worthy bidden gueſt ; 


Blind mouths ! that ſcarce themſclves know how _ hold 


A ſheep-hook, or have learn'd ought elſe the lealt 

That to the faithful herd man's art belongs! 

What recks it them? What need they! They are ſped; 

And, when they liſt, their lean and flaſhy ſongs 

Grate on their ſcrannel pipes of wretched i{traw, 

The hungry ſheep look up, and are not fed, 

But ſwoln with wind, and the rank nt they draw, 

Rot inwardly, and fuul contagion ſpread : 

Beſides what the grim wolf w bel privy paw 

Daily devours apace, and rothng fa.d, 
85 Aut 
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But that two-handed engine at the door 
Stands ready to ſmite once, and ſinites no more. 


Return, Alpheus, the dread voice is paſt, 


That ſhrunk thy ſtreams; return, Sicilian Muſe, 


And call the vales, and bid them hither caſt 
Their bells, and flowrets of a thouſand hues. 
Ye valleys low, where the mild whiſpers uſe 


Of ſhades, and wanton winds, and guſhing brooks, 


On whoſe freſh lap the ſwart ſlar ſparely looks, 
Throw hither all your quaint enamell'd eyes, 
That on the green turf ſuck the honied ſhow'rs, 


And purple all the ground with vernal flow rs. 


The tufied crow- toe, and pale jeſſamine, 
The white-pink, and the panſy freakt with jet, 


The glowing violet, 

The muſk-roſe, and the well-attir'd woodbine, 
Wich cowſlips wan that hang the penſive head, 
And every flow'r that fad embroidery wears: 
Bid Amaranthus all his beauty ſhed, 

And daffadillies fill their cups with tears, 

To firew the laureat hearſe where Lycid lies. 
For ſo to interpoſe a litile eaſe, 

Let our frail thonghts dally with falſe ſurmi ſe. 
Ah me! Whilſt thee the ſhores, and ſounding ſeas 
Waſh ſer away, where'er thy Jones are hurl'd, fr 
Whether beyond the flormy Hebrides, 
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Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide 
V:hit'ft the bottom of the monſtrous world; 
Or whether thou, to our moiſt vows denied, 
Sleep'ſt by the fable of Bellerus old, 
Where the great viſion of the guarded mount 
Looks tow'rd Namancos and Bayona's hold; 
Look home ward Angel now, and melt with rath : 

And, Oye Dolphins, waft the hapleſs youth. 
; Weepno more, woful ſhepherds, weep no more, 

For Lycidas your ſorrow is not dead; 
Sunk though he be beneath the wat'ry floor; 
Zo inks the day-ſtar in the ocean bed, 
And yet anon repairs his drooping head, 
And tricks his beams, and with new ſpangled ore 
Flames in the forehead of the morning ſky : 
So Lycidas ſunk low, but mounted high, 
Thro' the dear might of him that walk'd the waves, 
Where other groves and other ſircams along, 
With nectar pure his oozy locks he laves, 
And hears the unexprefſive nuptial ſong, 
In the bleſt kingdoms meek of joy and love. 
There entertain him all the Sainis above, 
In ſolemn troops, and ſweet ſocieties, 
That ſing, and ſinging in their glory move, 
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 
Now, Lycidas, the ſhepherds weep no mote 
Henceſorth thou art the genius ol the ſliore, 
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In thy large recompence, and ſhalt be _ 
To all that wander in that perilous flood. 
Thus ſang the uncouth ſwain to th'oaks and rilis, 5 
While the ſlill morn went out with ſandals gray, 


He touch'd the tender flops of various quills, 


With eager thought warbling his Doric lay : 
And now the ſun had ſtretch'd out all the hills, 
And now was dropt into the weſlern bay; 


At laſt he roſe, and twitch'd his mantle blue: 


To-morrow to freſh woods, and paſtures new. 


THE BREWER'S COACHMAN, 
By Mr. TAYLOR. 
WE | William, an eaſy and good-natur'd fellow, 
Would a little too oft get a lutle too mellow, | 
Body coachman was he to an eminent brewer— 
No better e er fat on a box, to be ſure. 
His coatch was kept clean, and no mothers or nurſes 
Took that care of their babes that he took of his horſes. 
. He kad thefe—ay, and fifty good qualities more ; 
But tlie buſineſs of i, pling could ne'er be got o er: 
So his maitcr eftetiually mended the matter, | 
By hiring a man at rant. nothing but water. 
Now, William, "es ne, ; ou fce the plain caſe 3 
Had you drank a, he dec, vnd keep a good place. 
Drink water! quoth Wiliun—lad all men done ſo, 
You'd never have wanted a coachman, I trow, | 
They're foaker3, like me, whom you load with reproaches, 
That enable you brewers to ride in vour coaches. 
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 MYNSTRELLES SONGE tx ALLA, 


A Trxacrcar EnTtextube. 


By THOMAS CHATTERTON. 


O Synge untoe my roundelaie, 


O! droppe the brynie teare wythe mee, 


Daunce ne moe atte hallie date, 


Lycke a reynynge ryver bee; 


Rodde hys face as the mornynge lyghte, 


Cale he lyes ynne the grave belowe ; 
Mie love ys dedde, 


Swote 
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Swote bys tongue as the throſtles note, 


Quycke ynne daunce as thought cann bee, 

De fte hys taboure, codgelle ſlote, 

O! hee lys bie the wyllowe tree : 
Mie love ys dedde, 

Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 

Al under the wyllowe tree : 


Harke ! the ravenne flappes hys wynge, 


In the briered dell belowe ; 


Harke! the dethe-owle loude dothe ſynge, 


To the nyghte-mares as heie goe ; 
Mie love ys dedde, 


; See! the whyte moone ſheenes onne hie; 


Whyterre ys mie true loves ſhroude ; 


Whyterre yanne the mornynge ſkie, 


Whyterre yanne the evenynge cloude ; 
Mie love ys dedde, 
Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 


Schalle the baren fleurs be layde, 
Nee one hallie ſeynfie to fave 
Al the celneſs of a myade. 
_ —_ --. Mie 
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Xe love ys dedde, 
Conne to hys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the wyliowe tree. 


VWy dhe mie hondes I'll dent the brieres 
Rounde his hallie corſe to gre, 
Ouphante furte, lyghte vour fy res, 
Heere mie boddie ſty lle ſchalle bee. 
Mie love ys dedde, 
Conne to bys deathe- bedde. 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Comme, vy the acorne · coppe and us, 
Drayne mie hartys blolde awaie z 
Lyfe & all yttes goode I ——— 
Daunce bie nete, or feaſte by daie. 
Mie love ys deede, 
Gonne tohys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Water wytcnes, crownede wythe reytes “*, 


Bere mee to yer leathalle ty de. 
I die; I comme; mie true love way tes, 
Thos the damſelle ſpake, and dyed- 
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' ODE 20 rus GENIUS or SHAKESPEARE. 


_ By Mr. OG/LVIE. 
| EY 
Rom the glance of mortal eye, 
Say, burſt thy Genius to the world of gh? 
Secks it yon ſtar-beſpangled ſky ? 
Or ſkims its fields with rapid flight? 
Or, mib yon plains where Fancy ſlrays, 
Courts it the balmy breathing gale ? 
Or where the violet pale 
Droops o'er the green-embroider'd fiream ; 
Or where young Zephyr ſtirs the rullling ſprays, 
Gr pin died diary located evan 
Sceſt thou where Nature treads the decp'ning gloom, 
Sits on yon hoary tow'r with ivy crown d, 
Or wildly wails o'er thy lamented tomb; 
Hear'ſt thou the ſolemn muſic wind along ? 
Or thrills the warbling note in thy mellifluous ſong ? 
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Oft while on earth twas thine to rove 
Where'er the wild eyed goddeſs lov'd to roam, 
To trace ſerene the gloomy grove, | 
Or haunt meek Quiet's ſimple dome; 
E 3 Still 
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Still hovering rouud the Nine agpear, 
That pour the foul-tranſporting ſtrain; 
Join'd to the Lovcs' gay train. 
The looſe-rob'd Graces crown d with flow'rs, 
The light-wing'd gales that lead the vernal year, 
And wake the roſy-featur'd hours. | 
Oer all bright Fancy's beauty radsance ſhone, 
How flam'd thy boſom as her charms reveal ! 4 | 
Ker fire-clad eye ſublime. her ſtarry zone, 
Her treſſes looſe that wanton'd on the gale : 
On thee the goddeſs fix'd her ardent look, 


Then from her glowing lips theſe melting acccnts broke: 


1. 3. 
* Tothee, my favourite ſon, belong 
The lays that ſteal the liſtening hour; 
© To pour the rapture-darting ſong, 
To paint gay Hope's Ely ſian bow'r. 
From Nature's hand to ſnatch the dart, 
* To cleave with pangs the bleeding heart ; 
Or lightly ſweep the trembling ſtring, 
And call the Loves with purple wing 
From the blue deep, where they dwell 
© With Natads in the pearly cell, 
© Soft on the ſea-born goddeſs gaze 
Or in the looſe rove's floating 


6 Diſſolv'd 


* Venus, 


Loet Sorrow, clad in ſable ſtole, 
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Diſſolv d in downy flumbers reſt ; 
Or flutter o'er her panting breaſt. 
Or wild to melt the yielding ſoul, 


Slo to thy muſing thought appear; 


Or penſive Pity pale; 


© Or Love's deſponding tale 
© Call from th” intender'd heart the ſympathetic tear. 


| 11. 
Say, whence the magic of thy mind ? 
Why thrills thy muſic on the ſprings of thought 2 


Why, at thy pencil's touch refin'd, 
Starts into life the glowing draught ? 


On yonder fairy carpet laid, 


Where beauty pours eternal bloom, 
And zephyr breathes perfume ; 


There nightly to the tranced eye 

Profuſe the radiant goddeſs ſtood diſplay'd, 

With all her ſmiling offspring nigh. | 
Sudden the mantling cliff, the arcning wood, | 
The bro:der'd mead, the landſkip, and the grove, 
Hills, vales, and ſky-dipt ſeas, and torrents rude, 


Grots, rills, and ſhades, and bow'rs that breath'd of love, 


All burſt to fight ! while giancing on the view, 
Titania's ſporting train brulk'd lightly o'er the dew. 
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Led thy bold ſtep to Profper's magic bow'r ; 
| Whoſe voice the howling winds obey'd, 
Whoſe dark ſpell chain'd the rapid hour: 
Then roſe ſerene the ſea-girt iſle ; 5 
Gay ſcenes, by Fancy's touch'd refin'd, 
Glow'd to thee muſing mind : | 
Such viſions bleſs the hermit's dream, 
When hovering angels prompe his placid file 
Or paint ſome high ecſtatic theme. 
Then flam'd Miranda on th'enraptur'd gaze, 
Then fail'd bright Ariel on the bat's fleet wing : 
Or ſtarts the liſl'ning throng in fiill amaze, 
The wild note trembling on th' aerial firing ! 
The form, in Heaven's reſplendent veſture gay, 
Floats on the mantling cloud, and pours the melting lay*, 

II. 3 
Oh lay me near yon limpid ſtream, 
Whoſe murmur ſoothes the car of woe ! | | 
There in ſome ſweet poetic dream 9 
Let Fancy's bright Elyſium glow ! | 
"Tis done er all the bluſhing mead —- | 
The dark wood ſhakes his choudy head; 


Ariel: fee the Tempeſt. > 


. 
Below, the lilv-fringed dale 
Breathes its mild fragrance an ile gale; 
While, in paſtime all-unſcen, 
Titania rob'd in mantle green 
Sports on the moſſy- bank: her train 
Skims light along the gleaming plain; 
Or to the flutt' ring breeze unfold, 
The blue wing ſtreak'd with beamy gold; 
Its pinions op'ning to the light |—— 
Say, burfts the viſion on my fight ? 
Ah, no! by Shakeſpeare's pencil —— 
The beauteous ſhapes af ggar; 


While meek-cyed Conilin near 


Illumes with flrea ny ray the ſilwor-mantled lawn®, . 


SE is 


. But, hark! che was howls als ? 
Burſts the bend whirlwind o'er the pathleſs waſte ! 
What cherub blows the trump of war 7? 


What demon rides the ftormy blaſt ? 


Red from the lightning's livid blaze, 
The bleak heath ruſhes on the fight ; 
Then wrapt in ſudden night 
Diſſolves.— But, ah! what kingly form 
Roams the lone deſart's deſolated maze 
Unaw'd, nor heeds the ſweeping ſtorm ? 


Ye 


See lle Mid ſummer Night's Dream. Lear. 
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Ye pale-eyed lightnings, fe he ink af gs ! 
Vain wiſh ! tho” anguiſh heaves the burſting groan, 


Deaf as the flint, the marble ear of rage 
Hears not the mourner's unavailing moan : 
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III. 2. 

Where the rock totters o'er the headlong deep: 
What phantoms bath'd in infant gore 

Stand mutt ring on the dizzy ſteep! 

Their murmur ſhakes the zephyr's wing! 

Fierce Winter ſtarts ! his ſcowling eye = 

Blots the fair mantle of the breathing Spring, 

And lowers along the ruffled ſky. 

To thee deep vault the yelling harpies runꝰ; 

Its yawning mouth receives th'infernal crew. | 
Dim thro? the black gloom winks the glimmering ſun, 
And the pale furnace gleams with brimſtone blue. 
Hell howls; and fiends that join the dire acclaim 

Dance on the bubbling tide, and point the livid flame. 
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III. 3. 
But, ah! on Sorrow's cypreſs bough 
Can Beauty breathe her genial bloom ? 
On Death's cold cheek will paſſhonglow ? 
Or Muſic warble from the tomb ? 


There fleeps the Bard, whoſe tuneful tongue 


Pour d the full fiream of mazy ſong. 
Young Spring, with lip of ruby, here 
Show'rs from her lap the bluſhing year ; 
While along the turf reclin'd, 

The Loves, with forward geſture bold, 
Sprinkle the ſod with ſpangling gold 
And oft the blue-eyed Graces trim 
Checquers the green dale's purling rill, 
Sweet Fancy pours the plaintive ftrain 3 
By Avon's ruffled ſtream, 
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The HAPPY FIRE-SIDE. 


TEE hearth was clean, the fire clear, 
The kettle on for tea: 
Parzmos in his elbow chair, 
As bleſt as man could be. 


Clarinda, who his heart poſſeſs d. 
And was his new- made bride ; 
With head rech nd upon his breaſi, 
Sat toying by his fide. 


Stretch'd at his feet, in happx Nate, 
A fav*rite dog was laid; | 
By whom a kttle ſportive cat 
In wanton humour play d. 


Clarinda's hand he gently preſs'd ; 
She ſlole an am' rous kiſs, 

And bluſhing, modeſtly confeſs'd 
The fulneſs of her bliſs, 


Partwor, wich 2 heart elate, . 
Pray'd to Almighty ore, 

That it miglit ever be his fate, 
Juſt fo to live aud love, 


Be this eternity, he cried, | 
And let no more be given: 

Continue thus my lov'd fire- ide, 
I aſk no other heaven. | 


— cer | | ge % 
Ad book ons hes grave, | nll Sink in bes God. 
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By Mr. DENHAR. 


URE there are poets which did never dream 
Upon Parnaſſus, nor did tafte the ſlream 
Of [Telicon ; we therefore may ſuppoſe 


Thoſe made not poets, but the poets thoſe. 


And as courts make not kings, but kings the court, 
So where the Muſes and their train reſort, 
Parnaſſus ſtands ; if I can be to thee 

A poet, thou Parnaſſus art to me. 


Nor wonder, if (advantag'd in my flight 


By taking wing from thy auſpicious height} 
Through untrac'd ways and airy paths I fly, 


More boundleſs in my fancy than my eye: 


My eye, which ſwift as thought contracts the ſpace 
That lies between, and firſt falutes the place 
Crown'd with that ſacred pile, ſo val, fo high, 
That whether 'tis a part of carth and ſky 

Uncertain ſeems, and may be thought a proud 
Aſpiring mountain, or deſcending cloud, 

Paul's, the late theme of ſuch a Muſe* whoſe flight 
Has bravely reach'd and ſoar'd above thy height: 
Now ſhalt thou fland, tho' ſword, or time, or fire, 


Or zeal more fierce than they, thy fall conſpire ; 


* Mr. Waller, AE 
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Secure whilſt thee the beſt of poets ſings, 
Preſerv'd from ruin by the beit of kings. 
Under his proud ſurvey the city hes, 
And, like a miſl, beneath a hill doth r'ſe ; 
Whoſe ſlate and wealth, the buſineſs and the crowd, 
Seem at this diflance but a darker cloud; 
And is, to him who rightly things eſleems, 
No other in effe& than what it feems : 
Where, with like halle, tho? ſeveral ways they run, 
Some to undo, and ſome to be undone ; 
While luxury and wealth, like war and pcace, 
Are each the other's ruin and increaſe; 
As river's loſt in ſeas ſome fecret vein 
Thence reconveys, there to be loſt again. 
Oh happineſs of ſweet retir'd content! 
To be at once ſecure and innocent. 
Windſor the next (where Mars with Venus dwells, 
Beauty with ſtrength) above the valley {wells 
Into my eye, and doth itfelf preſent = 155 : 
With ſuch an eaſy and unforc'd a&ent 
That no flupendous precipice denies | 


Acceſs, no horror turns away our eyes; 


But ſuch a riſe as doth at once invite 
A pleaſure and a rev'rence from the light. 
Thy mighty maller's emblem, in whoſe face 


Sat meekneſs, heighten'd with majeſtic grace; 
Such ſcems thy gentle height, made only proud 
To be the baſis of that pompous load, . 
Than which a nobler weight no mountain bears, 


But Atdias only which ſupports the ſpheres, 


When 
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When Nature's hand this ground did thius advance, 


*Twas guided by a wiſer pow'r than Chance; 
Mark'd out for ſuch an uſe, as if were meant 
I' invite the builder, and his cho:ce prevent. 
Nor can we call it choice, when what we chooſe 
Folly or blindneſs only could refuſe. 

A crown of ſuch majeilic tow'rs doth grace 

The gods? great mother, when her heav'nly race 
Do homage to her; yet ſhe cannot boaſt, 
Among that numero's and celeſtial hoſt, 


More heroes than can Windſor; nor doch Fame's 


Immortal book record more noble names. 
Not to look back fo far, to whom this iſle 
Oves the firſt glory of ſo brave a pile, 
Whether to Cæſar, Albanatt, or Brute, 
The Britiſh Arthur, or the Daniſh Cnute, 
(Though this of old no leſs contell did move, 


Than when for Homer's birth ſeven cities ſtrove), 


(Like him in birth, thou ſhould I be like in fame, 


As thine his fate, if mine had bcen his Name) 
But whoſoe'er it was, Nature dcftzn'd 
Firſt a brave place, and then as brave a mind. 
Not to recount thoſe ſev*ral kings, to whom 

It gave a cradie, or to whom a tomb; 

But ther, great Edward, and thy greater ſon®, 
( The Lies whick his father wore he won}, 
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And 


* 


£uwarc III. and ths Blucy Prince. 


Ane thy Bellona“. who the conſort came 
Not only to thy bed, but to thy fame, 
She to thy triumph led one captive king, 
And brought chat for which did the focend bring F. 
Then didit thou found that order (whether love 
Or victory thy royal thoughts did move), 
Fach was a noble cauſe, and nothing le ſs 
Than 112 deſign has been the great ſucceſs : 
Winch foreion kings and emperors eſteem 
The ſecond honour to their diadem. 
Had thy great deſtiny but given thee {kill 
To know, as well as pow'r to act, her will; 
Tnat from thoſe kings, who then thy captives were, 
In after-times ſhould fpring a royal pair, 
Who ſhould pofleſs all that thy mighty pow'r, 
Or thy deſires more mighty, did devour ; 
To whom their better fate reſerves whate'er 
Tue victor . for, or the vanqpuiſh'd ſear 3; 
That blood wi::ch thou and wy great grandſire hed, 
And ai: that ſince theſe hitter 3 bed, 
Had been unſpilt, had happy Edward known 
hat all the b. o he farit had been his own, 
Wben ke what patron choſe, in wicm are join d 
SI and martyr, and his arms conſin'd 
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Within the agure circle, he did ſeem 
But to foretcl and propaccy of him 
Who to his realms that azure round hath jo:.n'd, 
Which Nature for their bound at firſl deſign'd; 
That bound wiick to the world's extremeſt ends. 


Endless itſolf, its Equid arms extends. 
Nor doch he need thoſe emblems which we paint, 
But is himſelf the ſo!dier and the ſa'nt. 
Here ſhould my wonder dwell, and here my praiſe, 
But my fix d thought my wand'ring eye betrays, 
Viewing a neighb'ring hill, whoſe top of jate 
A chapel crovwn'd, till in the common fate 
Th' adjoining abbey fell (may no ſuch ſtorm 
Fall on our times, where ruin mult re form) 
Tell me, my Muſe, what monſtrous dire offence, 
Vhat crime, could any Chriſtian king incenſe 
To ſucha rage? Was't luxury, or luſt? | 
Was he fo temperate, ſo chaſte, fo juſt ? 
Were theſe their crimes ? They were his own much more: 
But wealth is crime enough to him that's poor; 
Who, having ſpent the treaſures of his crown, 
Condemns their luxury to feed his own. 
And yet this at, to varniſh o'er the ſhame 
Of ſacrilege, muſt bear Devotion's name. 
| No crime ſo bold but would be underſtood 
5 A real, or at leait a ſeeming, good: 
| Who fears not to do ill yet fears the name, 
And, free from ecnſcience, is a ſlave to fame: 
3 Thus 


. 


14 1 

Thus he the church at once protetis and ſpoils: 
But princes ſwords are ſharper than their ſlyles. 

And thus to th'ages paſt he makes anends, 
Their charity deſtroys, their faith defends. 
Then did religion in a lazy cell, 
In empty, airy contemplations dwell; 
And, like the block, unmoved lay : but ours, - 
As much too active, like the ſtork devours. 
Is there no temperate region can be known 
Betwixt their frigid ard our torrid zone ? 
Could not we wake from that lethargic dream, 
But to be reſlleſs in a worle extreme ? 
And for that lethargy was there no cure, 


But to be call into a calenture? 


Can knowledge have no bound, but muſt advance 
So far, to make us wiſh for ignorance; 
And rather in the dark to grope our way, 
Than led by a falſe guide to err by day? 
Wo ſecs the diſmal heaps, but would demand 
What barbarous invader ſack'd the land ? 
But when he hears, no Goth, no Turk did bring 
This de ſolation, but a Chriſtian king; 
When nothing but the name of zeal appears 
*Twixt our beil attions and the worll of theirs : 
What docs he think our ſacrilege would ſpare, 
When ſuch th” effects of our devotions are ? 
Parting from thence *twixt anger, ſhame, and fear, 
Thoſe for what's paſt, and this for what's too near, 
My 
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My eye, deſcending from the hill, ſurveys 
Where Thames among the wanton valleys ſtrays. 
Thames, the molt lov'd of all the Ocean's ſons 
By his old fire, to his embraces runs; 

Haſting to pay his tribute to the ſea, 

Like mortal life to meet eternity. 
Tho' with thoſe flreams he no reſemblance hold 
' Whoſe ſoam is amber, and their gravel gold; 
His genuine and leſs guilty wealth t' explore, 
Search not his bottom, but ſurvey his ſhore; 
O'er which he kindly ſpreads his ſpacious wing, 
And hatches plenty for th* enfuing ſpring : 
Nor then deſtroys it for too fond a ſtay, 
Like mothers who their infants overlay; 

Nor with a ſudden and i impetuous wave, 
Like profuſe kings, reſumes the wealth he se, 
No unexpected inundations ſpoil 
The mower's hopes, or mock the plowman's toil : 
But godlike his unwearied bounty flows; 
Firſt loves to do, then loves the good he does. 
Nor are his bleiſings to his banks confin'd, 
But free and common, as the fea or wind; 


When he, to boaſt, or to diſperſe his ſtores, 
Full of the tributes of his grateful ſhores, 

_ Viſits the world, and in his flying tow'rs 

Brings home to us, and makes both Indies ours; 
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Finds wealch where 'tis, beflows it where it wants, 


Citics in deſarts, woods in cates, plants. 
Sotha! to us no thing. no place is ſHraunge, 
While hs fir boſom is the world's ex. hange. 
O could 1 flow like thee, and make thy flream 
My gr: at example, as it is my theme! 

Tho' deep. yet clear: tho? gentle, yet not dull; 
Strong without rage, without o'erflowing full. 


Heaven her Zcridanus no more ſkall boall, 


W hoſe fame in thine, like leſſer current, 's lol; 


Thy nobler ſtreams ſhall viſi: Jove's avoles, 
To ſhine among the ſtars*.. and Lathe the gods. 
Here nature, whether more intent to pleaſe 
dor herſelf, with ſtrange varetics 

(Cor things of wonder give no leſs delighe 

To the wife Maker's than bebolder'r fight : 
Tho' theſe delights from ſev*ral cauſes move ; 
For ſo our children, thus our friends we love), . 
Wiſely ſne Knew, the harmony of things, 

As well as that of ſounds, from diſcord ſprings, 
Such was ihe diſcord which did firſt diſperſe 
Form, order, beauty, through the univerſe ; 
While dryneſs moi ſture, coldneſs heat reſiſts, 
All that we have, and that we are, ſubfilts. 
While the ſteep horrid roughneſs. of the wood 
Strives with the gentle calmneſs of the flood. 


Such huge extremes when nature doth unite, 


Wonder from thence reſults, from ihence delight: 


ie Foreſt, 
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The flream is ſo tranſparent, pure, ind clear, 
That had the ſelf-enamour d youth gaz. here, 


So fatally deceiv'd he had not keen, 


While he the bottom, not his face, hal ſeen, 


But his proud head the airy mountain hides 


Among the clouds; his ſhoulders and his ſides 
A ſhady mantle clothes; his curled brows 
Frown on the gentle ſtream, which cal:nly flows; 


While winds and ftorms his lofty forchead beat, 


The common fate of all that's high or great, 
Low at his foot a ſpacious plain is piac'd, 


Between the mountain and the {trcam embrac'd ; 


Which ſhade and ſhielter from the hill derives, 


While the kind river wealth and beauty gives; 
And in tte mixture of all ts appears 
Variety, which al! the reſt endears. 


This ſcene had foine old Greek or Britifh bard 
Beheld of old, what flories had we heard 


Of fairies, ſatyrs, and the nymphs their dames, 
Their fratts, their revels, and their a:n'row fumes 3 
Tis itill the fame, although their a:ry thape 

All but a quick poetic ſiglit eſcape. 

There Faunus and Sylvanus keep their cout, 

And thither all the horned holt re ſorts 

To graze the ranker mead, that noble kerd, 


On whoſe ſillime and ſhady fronts is rear'd 
Nature's great maller- piece; to ſhew how ſoon 


Great things are made but ſooner are undone, 
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Here have I ſeen the Kirg, when great acute 
Gave leave to flucken and unbend his cares, 


'- Attended to the chace by all the flow r 


Of youth, whoſe hopes a nobler prey devour : 
Pleaſure with praiſe, and danger they would buy, 
And with a foe that would not only fly. 

The flag, now conſcious of his fatal growth, 

At once indulgent to his fear and floth, 

To ſome dark covert his retreat had made, 
Where nor man's eye nor heaven's ſhould 'nvale 
_ His ſoft repoſe ; when th'uncxpected found 

Of dogs, and men, his wake ſul ear docs wound: 


__  Rous'd with the no fe, he ſcarce believes his ear, 


Willing to think th' i!lufions of his fear 

Had given this falſe alarm, but ſtraight his view 
Confirms, that more than all he fears is true. 
Betray d in all his firengths, the wood beſet ; 
All inſtruments, all arts of ruin met; 

He calls to mind his ſtrength, and then his ſpæed, 
His winged heels, and then his armed head; 
With theſe t' avoid, with that his fate to meet 
But fear prevails, and bids him truſt his feet. 

So falt he Bies, that his reviewing eye 

Has loft th: ckacers, and his ear the cry; 
Exulting. till he finds their nobler ſenſe 

Their diſproportion'd ſpeed doth recomperſe ; 
Then curſes his con{piring feet, whoſe ſcent 
. thai lafety which their ts iftuels lent. 


Then 
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Then tries bis friend; among the Laſer herd. 


Where he fo lately was bey 'd and fear'd, 


His ſafety ſecks : the herd, unkindly wiſe, 


Or chuſes lum from thence, or from him flies; 
Like a declining flateſman, Ief: forlorn 
To his frion.is pity, and purfu:rs fcorn ; 


With {tame remembers, while limſelf was one 


Of the ſame herd, himſelf the ſame had done. 


Thence to the coverts and the conſcious groves, 
The ſcenes of his paſt triumphs and his loves; 
Sadly ſurveying where he rang'd alone 
Prince of the ſoil, aud all the herd his own ; 
And, like a bold knight-errant, did proclaim: 
Combat to all, and bore away the dame; 

And taught the woods to echo to the ſtream 

His dreadful challenge and his claſhing beam, 


| Yet faintly now declines the fatal ſtrife, 
So much his love was dearer than his life, 


Norev'ry leaf and ev'ry moving breath 
Preſents a foe, and ev'ry foe a death. | 
Wearied, forſaken, and purſued, at laſt 
All ſafety in deſpair of ſafety plac'd, 
Courage he thence reſumes, refolv'd to bear 


| All their aſſaults, ſince 'tis in vain to fear. 
And now, too late, he wiſhes for the fight 


That ſtrength he walled in ignoble flight, 


But 
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But when he fees the eager chace rene w'd, 
Himſelf by dogs, the dogs by men purſued, 
He ſtraight revokes his bold reſolve, and more 
Repents his courage than his fear before; 
Finds that uncertain ways unſafeſt are, 


And doubt a greater miſchief than deſpair. 


Then to the ſtream, when neither friends, nor force, 


Nor ſpeed, nor art avail, he ſhapes his courſe ; 
Thinks not their rage ſo deſp'rate to eſſay | 
An element more mercileſs than they, 

But fearleſs they purſue, nor can the flood 


Quench their dire thirſt ; alas, they thirſt for blood } 


So towards a ſhip the oar-finn'd gallies ply, 
Which wanting ſea to ride, or wind to fly. 
Stands but to fall reveng'd on thoſe that dare 

Tempt the laſt fury of extreme deſpair. 
Repels their force, and wounds returns for wounds. 


And as a hero, whom his baſer foes 


In troops ſurround, now theſe aſſails, now thoſe; 
Though prodigal of life, diſdains to die 
By common hands ; but if he can deſcry 
Some nobler foe approach, to him he calls, 
And begs his fate, and then contented falls : 
So when the king a mortal ſhaft lets fly 
From his unerring hand, then glad to die, 


Proud 


Proud of the wound, to it reſgas his Lond, 


To lawleſs power, here turn'd and ſtood at bay. 


Which was, or ſhould have been at lcail, the laft, 


Wantirg that feal, it muſt be feal'd in blood. 
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And ftains the cryſtal with a rn llood. 
This a more innocent and happy chace, 
Than when of old, but in the felf-ſame place, 


Fair liberty oye and m-ant a prey 
When in that 3 all hope was plac'd, 


Here was that charter ſeal'd, wherein the crown 
All marks cfarvitrary pow'r lays down : 
Tyrant and flave, thoie names of hate and fear, 
The Bar pier ſlyle of ling and ſubject bear: 
Ilappy, when back to th2 ſame centre move, 
When kings give liberty, and ſubjects love. 
Therefore not long in force this charter fiood ; 


The f::bje&s arm'd, the more their princes gave, 
Tir ad vantage only took the more to crave : 
Till kings Þy gi ing give themſelves away. 
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And ey'n that pow'r that ſlionld deny betray. 


& Vho wives cerflratn'd, but his own fear reviles ; 
Net thank'd. Lut fTorn'd :nor are they 91718, but fpoils*” 
Tims kings, by eraſing move than they could bold, 
Firſt made thor Sriiefts by opproſion bold; 

And rop'lar ſryav, by forcing kings to ge ve 

Afore than was lit for ſubjccts to receive, 

Ran to tne lune exmrenes : and one exceſs 

Xlade both, 2 rivirg to be greater, less. 
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When a calm river, ra's'd with ſudden rains, 


Or ſnows diſſolv'd, o'erflows th' adjoining plains, 


The huſbandmen with high-rais'd banks ſecure 
Their greedy hopes; and this he can endure. 
But if with bays and dams they firive to force 
Hts channel to a new or narrow courſe, 
No longer then within his banks he dwells ; 
Firſt to a torrent, then a deluge ſwells : 
Stronger aud fiercer by reflraint he roars, 


And knows no bound, but makes his pow'r his ſhores. 3 
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The FIRST PAIR. 


A 
And how did he procure this wife, 
To cheer his ſolitary life ? | 

Out of a rib, Sir, from his fide, 

Was form' d this neceſſary bride. 

But how did he the pain beguile ? 

How ?—He f]-pt ſweetly all the while. 
And when the rib was re-applied. 

In woman's form, to Adam's fide, 
How then, I pray you, did it anſwer? 
6 He ncver ſlept ſo ſweet again, Sir” 


DAM alone could not be eaſy, 


HYMNS 


So he muſt have a wife, an' pleaſe ye 
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A 3 Song of Praiſe 1 to God. 


H glorious is our heav*nly King, 
Who rezgns above the ſky ! 
How ſhall a child prefume to fing 
Eis dreadful Majeſſy ? 


How great his pow'r is, none can tell, 
Nor think how large his grace; 
N ot men below, nor ſaints that due 
On high before his face. 


Not ar gels, that Rand round the Lord, 

Can ſearch his ſecret will! 

But they perform his heav*niy weeds 
Ard ling his praiſes Rill. 


Then let me join this holy train, 
And my Grſt oft rings bring; 
Th' eternal God will not diſdain 

To hear an infant ſing. 


My heart re ſolves, my tongue obeys; | 
And angelo il. all rejci ce 
To hear their migbte n er's pralſe 


Sound from a fes i voce. 
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Fratiſe for Creation and Prot idence. 


[ S!NG th alnighty pow'r of God, 
That male the mountains rife ; 

That ſpread the flowing feas abroad, 
And built the lofty (kies! 


I ing the Wiſdom that ordain'd 

| The ſun to rule the day; 

The moon ſhines full at his command, 
And all the flars obey. | 


I fing the goodneſs of the Lord, 
That fill: the earth with food ; 

He form'd the creatures with his word, 
And then pronounc'd them good. 


Lord, how thy wonders are diſplay'd, 
Where'er I turn mine eye! 

If I furvey the ground I tread, 
Or gaze upon the ſky ! 


There's not a plant or flow'r below 

But makes thy glor:es known 3 
And clouds ar ſe, and tempeſls blow, 

Ny order from thy throne. | 


Creatures (as num'ro!s as they be) 
Are ſubjett to thy care; 
There's not a place where we can flee, 


But God is preſent there, 
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In Heav'n he ſhines with beams of love, 


With wrath in hell beneath ! 


Tis on his earth, I fland or move, 


And 'tis his air I breathe. 


His hand is my perpetual guard ; 
He keeps me with his eye : 


| Why ſhould I then forget the Lord, 


V bo is for ever nigh ? 


Praiſe to God for our Redemption. 
BLEST be the wiſdom and the pow'r; 
That join'd in counſel to reſtore 

And fave our cuin'd ite. 


Our father ate forbidden fruit, 


And we his children thus were brought 
To death, and near to hell, 

Bleſi be the Lord that ſent his Son 
To take our fleſh and blood ; 
Tomake our peace with God. 

He honour'd all his Father's laws, 

Which we have diſobey d; 


And our full ranſom paid. 
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Behold him riſing from the grave; 
Pchold him rais'd on high: 
He pleads his merit, there to ſave 
Tranſgreſſors doom d to die. 


There on a glorious throne he reigns, 
And by his pow'r divine 

Redeems us from the ſlaviſh chains 
Of Satan and of ſin. 


Thence ſhall the Lord to judgment come, 
And with a ſov'reign voice 

| Shall call and break up ev'ry tomb, 

O may I then with joy appear 

| Before the Judge's face! 

And, with the bleſs'd aſſembly there, 
Sing kim redeeming grace } 


Praife for Mercies Spiritual ond Nes 

WHENE'ER I take my walks abroad, 
How many poor I fee ! 
What ſhall I render to my God 
For all his gifts to me! 


Not more than others I. deſerve, 
Yet God has giv'n me more; 
For 1 have food while others flarre, 
Or beg from dor io dor. | 
How 
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How many children in the fireet 
Half naked I bchoid ! 

While I am cloth'd from head to feet. 
And coyer'd from the cold ! 


| While ſome poor wretches ſcarce can tell 
Where they may lay their head, 
| T have a home wherein to dwell, 
And reſt upon my bed. 


While other early learn to ſwear, 
And curſe, and lie, and ſteal, 

Lord, I am taught thy name to fear, 

Are theſe thy favours, day by day, 

| To me above the reſt ? 

Then let me love thee more than they, 
And try to ſerve thee beſt. 


| Praife for Birth and Education in a Chriſtian Land. 


GREAT God! to thee my voice I raiſe, 
| To thee my youngeſt hours belong; 

I would begin my Lſe with praiſe, 
Till growing years improve the ſong. 
*Tis tothy ſov'reign grace I owe 
That I was born on Britiſh ground; 
Where ſlreams of heav'aly mercy flow, 
And words of ſweet falvation found. 


1 would 


I would not change my native land 
For rich Peru, with all her gold : 
A nobler prize lies in my hand 
Than Eaſt or Weſtern Indies hold. 


How do I pity thoſe that dwell . 
Where ignorance or darkneſs reigns? 
They know no heav'n, they fear no hell, 


Thy glorious promiſes, O Lord, 
Kindle my hopes and my defire ; 
Warn me to ſcape eternal fire. 


Since thou haſt mark d my way to heav'n ; 
Nor will I run the road to death, 
And waſte the bleſſings thou haſt giv n. 


LORD, I ascribe it to thy grace, 
And notto chance, as others do, 
That I was born of Chriſtian race, 
And not a Heathen or a Jew. 


And Jewiſh prophets on ce have giv'n, | 

Could they have heard thoſe glorious things 

Which Chriſt reveal'd and brought fromheav'n 
How 
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| How glad the Heathens would have beun, 
That worſhip'd idols, wood and flow, 
If they the book of God had feen, 

Or Jeſus and his goſpel knowa ! 


Then, if ths goſpel I reſuſe, 
How ſhall I e'er lift up mine cyes! 
For all the Gentiles and the Jews 
Againſt me will in judgment riſe, 


Praiſe to Cod for learning to read, 
THE praiſes of my tongue 
I ofter to the Lord, 


That I was taught, and learnt fo Young, 
To read his holy word. 


That I am brought to "PR | 
The danger I was in; 

By nature, and by practice too, 
A wretched ſtave to fin. 


That 1 am led to ſee 
I can do nothing well; 
And whither ſhall a finner flee 
Io fave himſelf from hell? 


Dear Lord, this book of thine 
| Informs me where to go 
For grace to pardon all my ſin, 
And make me holy tuo. 
| Here 
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Here I can read and learn, 
Ho Chriſt, the Son of God, 
And now he reigns above, 

He ſends his Spirit down | 
| To ſhew the wonders of his love, 
And rake his goſpel known. 


O may that Spirit teach, 
And make my heart receive, 


Then ſhall I praiſe the Lord, 
In a more cheerful ſtrain. . 
And have not learnt in vain, 
The Excellency of the Bible demon rated 

GREAT God, with wonder and with praiſe 
On all thy works II look; 
But ſtill thy wiſdom, pow'r, and grace, 

Shine brighteſt in thy book. 


The ſtars, that in their courſes roll, 
Have much inſtruction given: 
But thy good word informs my ſoul 


Wow I climb to heaven. 
| * 5 The 
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The goodneſs of the Lord; 
In thy moſt holy word. 


Here my beſt comfort lies: 
Here my deſires are ſatisfied, 
And hence my hopes ariſe. 


Lord, make me underftand thy law, 

Shbew what my faults have been; 
And from thy goſpel let me draw 

Pardon for all my fin. 


Here would I learn how Chriſt has died 


To fave my foul from hell: 
Not all the books on earth beſide 
Such heav'nly wonders tell. 
Then let me love my Bible more, 
By day to read theſe wonders o'er, 

| The All-ſeeing God. 

_ ALMIGHTY God, thy piercing eye 

All open to thy fight, 


There 
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"Ilere's not a fin that we commit, 
Nor wicked word we ſay, 
But in thy dreadſul book 'tis writy 
4 gainſt the judgment day. 


And muſt the crimes that I have done 
Dee read and publiſh'd there? 
Ee all expos'd before che ſao, 
While men and angels hear? 


Lord, at thy foot aſham'd J lie; | 
Upward I dare not look : f 

Pardon my fins before I die, 
And blot them from thy book | 
| 


Remember a!l the dying pains 
That my Redeemer felt; 

And let his blood waſh out my ſtains, 
And anſwer for my guilt. 


: 
O may I now for ever fear | 
T' indulge a finful thought, | . 
Since the great God can fee and hear, f 
And writes down ev'ry fault. | 


Solemn Thoughts concerning God and Death. 
THERE. is a God that reigns above, 
Lord of the heay*ns, and earth, and ſeas: 
I fear his wrath, I aik his love, 


And with my lips I ſing his praiſe, 
There 
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| My ſoul, to his commands ſubmit, 
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There i is a law which he has writ, 
To teach us all what we muſt do: 


For they are holy, juit, and wan. 


There is © quiet of rich ens 
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Lord, I repent, and ſeek thy face, 
For I have often broke thy law. 


There is an hour when 1 mult Se, 
Nor do I know how ſoon twill come ; 


A thouſand children, young as I, 
Are call'd by death to hear their doom. 


Let me improve the hours I have, 
Before the day of grace is fled : 


There's no repentance in the grave, 


Nor pardons olfer'd to the dead. 


Jult as the tree, cut down, that fell 
To north or ſouthward, there it lies; 
So man departs toheav'n or hell, 
Fix'd in the ſtate wherein he dies. 
Heaven and Hell. 
TIIERE is beyond the ſky 
A heav'n of joy and love; 
And holy children, when they dic, 
Go to that world above. 
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There is a dreadful hell, 
And everlaſting pains ; 
There finners muſt with devide dre, 


In darkneſs, fire, and chains. 


Can ſuch a wretch as [ 

Eſcape this curſed end ? 

And may I hope, whene'er I die, 
I ſhall to heav'n aſcend ? 


Then will I read and pray, 

While I have life and breath; 
Leſt I ſhould be cut off to-day, 
And ſent to eternal death. 


The Advantages of early Religion. 


HAPPY the child whoſe tender years 
Neceive inſtructions well; 

Who hates the ſinner's path, and fears 
The road that leads to hell. 


When we devote our youth to God, 
"Tis pleaſing in his eyes; 

A flow'r, when offer'd in the bud, 
Is no vain facrifice. 

is eaſier work, if we begin 

| To fear the Lord betimes; 

While ſinners that grow old in fin 
Are harden'd in their crimes. 

»Twill 
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Twill ſave us from a thouſand ſnares, 
To mind religion young; 
| Grace will preſerve our following years, 
And make our virtue flrong. 


To thee, almighty God, to thee, 
Our childhood we reſign ; 

*Twill pleaſe us to look back and ſee 
That our whole lives were thine. 


Let the ſweet work of pray r and praiſe 
— Employ my youngelt breath; 

Thus I'm prepar'd for longer days, 
Or fit for early death. 


WHY ſhould I ſay, *Tis yet too ſoon 
« To ſeek for Heav'n, or think of death? 
A flow'r may fade before tis noon, 


If this rebellious heart of mine | 
Deſpiſe the gracious calls of Heaven, 
I may be harden'd in my fin, 
And never have repentance given. 


What if the Lord grow wroth, and ſwear, 
While I refuſe to read and pray, | 
That he'll refuſe to lend an car 

To all my groans another day ! 
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What if his dreadful anger burn, 
While I refuſe his offer d grace, 
And all his love to fury turn. 
And Rrike me dend upon the place ! 


Tis dang'rous to provoke a God? 
His pow'r and vengeance none can tell : 
One ſtroke of his almighty rod 

Shall ſend young finners quick to hell. 


Then twill for ever be in vain 
To cry for pardon and for grace; 
To wiſh I had my time again, 
Or hope to fee my Maker's face ! 


| Examples of Early Putty. 
WHAT blefs'd examples do I find 
Writ in the word of truth, f 
Of children that began to mind 
| Religion in their youth ! 


Jeſus who reigns above the ſky, 
And keeps the world in awe, 
Was once a Child as young as I, 
And kept his Father's law. 


At twelve years old he talk'd with men 
(The Jews all wond'ring ſtand) 

Yet he obey'd his mother then, 
And came at her command. 
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Children a ſweet hofanna ſung, 
And bleſs'd their Saviour's name! 
They gave him honour with their tongue, 
While ſcribes and prieſts blaſpheme. 


Samuel the child was wean'd and brought 
Young Timothy betimes was taught 
2 


Then why ſhould I ſolong delay 
What others learnt fo ſoon ? 

I would not paſs another day 
Without this work begun. 


Againſt Lying. 
O Tis a lovely thing for youth 
To walk betimes in wiſdom's way; 
To fear a lie, to ſpeak the truth, 
That we may trult to all they ſay. 


But liars we can never truſt, 

Tho? they ſhould ſpeak the thing that's war ? 
And he that does one fault at firſt, 

And lies to hide it, makes it two. 


Have we not known, nor heard, | nor read, 
How God abhors deceit and wrong; 


How Ananias was ſtruck dead, 
Caught with a lie upon his tongue? 
3 5 So 
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So did his wife Sapphira die, 
When ſhe came in, and grew ſo bold 
As to confirm that wicked lie 
That juſt be fore her huſband told. 


The Lord delights in them that ſpeak 

The words of truth ; but ev'ry liar 

Muſt have his portion in the lake 

That burns with brimſtone and with fire. 


Then let me always watch my lips, 
Left I be ſtruck to death and hell, 
Since God a book of reck'ning keeps 

For ev' ry lie that children tell, 


Againſt Quarrelling and Fighting. 
LET dogs delight to bark and bite, 
For God hath made them ſo; 
Let bears and lions growl and fight, 
For us their nature too: 


— 


But, children, you ſhould never let 
Such angry paſſions riſe; 

Your little hands were never made | 
To tear each other's eyes, 
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Let love through all your actions run, 
And all your words be mild; 
Live like the bleſled Virgin's Son, 
That ſweet and lovely Child. 2 
is 
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His foul was gentle as a laiab 2 
And, as his ſtature grew, 
He grew in favour both with man 
Aud Cod his Father too. 


| Now, Lord of all, he reigns above; 
And from his hcav'nly throne 

He ſees what children dwell in love, 
And marks them for his own. 


Love between Brothers and Siſters. 


— 


WHATEVER brawls diſturb the Hreet, 
There ſhould be peace at home; 
Where lifters dwell, and brothers meet, 

Auarrels ſhould never come. 


Birds in their little nefts agree; 

And 'tis a ſhameful fight, 
When children of one family 
Fall out, and chide, and fight! 


Hard names at firſt, and threat'ning words, 
= That are but noiſy breath, | 
May grow to clubs and naked ſwords, 

To murder and to death. 


The devil tempts one mother's ſon 
To rage again{t another; | 
So wicked Cain was hurried on 


Till he had kill'd his brother. 
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The wiſe will make their anger cool, 
At leaft before tis night; 
But in the boſom of a fool 

It burns till morning-lighe. 
Pardon, O Lord, our childiſh rage, 
Our little brawls remove; 


That, as we grow to riper age, 
Our hearts may all be love. 


| Againſt Scoffing and calling Names.. 
OUR tongues was made to bleſs the Lord,. 
And not ſpeak ill of men; 


We mult noe rail again. 


| To be chaſtis'd at ſchool ;. 

And he's in danger of hell- fire 
But lips that dare be ſo profane, 
To mock and jeer and ſcoff 


At holy things or holy men, 
The Lord ſhall cut them off. 


When children in their wanton play 
Serv'd old Eliſha ſo; 

And bid the prophet go his way, 
* Go up, thou bald-head, go; | 


God 
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God qnickly ſtopp'd their wicked breath, 
And ſent two raging bears, 

That tore them limb from limb to death. 
With blood, and groans, and tears. 


Great God, how terrible art thou 

I To finners e er fo young! 

Grant me thy grace, and teach me how 
To tame and rule my tongue ; 


Azainſt Swearing and Curfinz, and taking God's name 


in vain 


ANGELS, that high in glory dwell, 
| Adore thy name, Almighty God! 
And devils tremble, down in hell, 
Beneath the terrors of thy rod, 


And yet how wicked children dare 

Abuſe thy dreadful glorious name! 

And, when they're angry, how they ſwear, 
Aud curſe their fellows, and blaſpheme ! 


How will they ſtand before thy face, 
Who treated hee with ſuch diſdain, 
While thou ſhalt doom them to the place 
OF <v-rlafling fire and pan! 
| a Thea 
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Then never ſhall one cooling drop 


To quench their burning tongues be given. 
But I will praiſe thee here, and hope 
Thus to employ my tongue in heavens 


My heart ſhall be in pain tohear 
Wretches affront the Lord above; 

"Tis that great God whoſe pow'r I fear, 
That heav*nly Father whom I love. 


If my companions grow profane, 
Young hnners take thy name in vain, 
And learn to curſe, and learn to ſwear. 


Againſt Idleneſs and Miſchief... 
HOW doth the little buſy bee 
From every op'ning flow'r ! 


How ſkillfully ſhe builds her cell! 
How neat ſhe ſpreads the wax ! 

And labours hard to ftore it well 

Wich the ſweet food ſhe makes. 


In works of labour, or of ill, 
I would be buſy too; 

For Satan finds ſome m ſchief ſtill 
For idle hands to do. | 
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In books, or work, or healthful play, 
Let my firſt years be paſt, 

That I may give for ev'ry day 
Some good account at laſt. 

Againſt Evil Company. 

WHY ſhould I join with thoſe in play 
In whom I've no delight ; TEL: 

_ Who curſe and ſwear, but never pray; f 

Who call ill names, and fight ? 


I hate to hear a wanton ſong, 
Their words offend mine ears; 
I ſhould not dare defile my tongue 


Away from fools I'll turn mine eyes, 
Nor with the ſcoffers go: 

I would be walking with the wiſe, 
That wiſer I may grow. | 

From one rude boy that us'd to mock, 
They learn the wicked jeſt : 
And poiſons all the reſt. - 


My God, I hate to walk or dwell 
With ſinful children here: 

Then let me not be ſent to hell, 
Where none but ſinners are. 


Obodience 
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LET children that would fear the Lord 


Hear what their teachers ſay ; 


With rev'rence meet their parents word, 
CESARE GPs 


Have you not heard what dreadful plagues 


Are threaten'd by the Lord, 
To him tÞat breaks his father's law, 
Or mocks his mother's word ? 


How curſed is his name ! p 
The ravens ſhall pick out his eyes, 


But thoſe who worltip God, and give 
Here on ths earth they lng ben liv 
And bve heveafier wo. 
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KNOW TRYSELY 


By Dr. ARBUTHNOT. 


HAT am I ? how produc'd ? and for what end ? 
Whence drew I being? to what period tend? 
Am I th' abandon'd orphan of blind chance, 


| Dropp'd by wild atoms in diſorder'd dance ? 


Or from an endleſs chain of cauſes wrought, 

And of unthinking ſubſtance, born with thought ? 

By motion which began without a cauſe, 

Supremely wiſe, without deſign or laws ? 

Am I but what I ſeem, mere fleſh and blood? 

A branching channel, with a mazy flood ? 

The purple ſtream that through my veſſels glides, 

Dull and unconſcious flows, like common tides ; 

The pipes through which the circling juice: fran, 

Are not that thinking I, no more than they: 

This frame, compacted with tranſcendant {k1]! 

Of moving joints bedient to my will, 

Nurs'd from the fruit ful glebe, like vonder tree, 

Waxes and waſtes ; I call ie mine, n me. 

New matter ſtill the mould*ring mat: ti: ans , 

The manſion chang'd, che tenant iti! reauns, 
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And from the fleeting fiream, repair'd by food, 
Diſtinct, as if the ſwimmer from the flood. 
What am I then ? ſure of a noble birth ; 
By parents right, I own as mother, Earth; 
Who warm'd th'unthinking cled with heavenly fire z 
Effence divine, with lifclefs clay allay'd, 
By double nature, double inflin& ſway d: 
Wich look ereft, I dart my longing eye, 
Seem wing'd to part, and gain my native ſky ; 
I firive to mount, but ſtrive, alas! in vain. 
Tied to this maſſy globe with magic chain. : 
Now with ſwift thought I range from pole to pole, 
View worlds around their flaming centres roll: + 
Through the fame tracklefs paths of boundleſs void } 
I trace the blazing comet's fiery tail, 4 
And weigh the whirling planets in a ſcale; 
Theſe godlike thoughts while eager I purſue, 
Some glitt'ring trifle offer d to my view, 
A gnat, an inſe@ ofthe meaneſt kind, 
Vile as the grinning maſtiff at my gate, | 
Calls off from heavenly truth this reas ning me, 
And tells me I'm a brute as much as he, 
If, on ſublimer wings of love and praiſe, 
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Lar'd by ſome vain conceit, or ſhameful luſt, 
E flag, I drop, and flutter in the duſt. 
The tow'ring lark thus, from her lofty ſtrain, 
| Stoops to an emmet, or a barley grain. 
By adverſe gulis of jarring inſlincts toſt, 
I rove to one, now to the other coaſt ; 
| Toblifs unknown my lofty ſoul aſpires, 
My lot unequal to my vaſt defires. 
As mongſi the hinds a child of royal birth 
Finds his high pedigree by conſcious worth ; 
So man, amongſt his fellow brutes expos'd, 
Sees he's a king, but tis à king depos d. 
Confounded, by the aid of knowledge firays; ; 
Too weak to chooſe, yet chooling ſtill in haſte, 
Bilk'd by paſt minutes, while the preſent cloy, 

The flati*ring future ſlill muſt give the joy: 
Not happy, but amus d upon the road, 
And (like you) thoughtleſs of his laſt abode, 
Whether next ſun his being ſhall reſtrain 
To endleſs nothing, happineſs, or pain. 
Around me, lo! the thinking thoughtlefs crew 
(Bewilder'd each) their diffrent paths purſue ; 
Of them I aſk the way; the firſt replies, 
Thou act a god; and ſends me to the ſkies : 


ar'd 


192 1 

Down on thie tuck, the next, two two legg'd beath 

There fix thy lot, thy bliſs and endleſs ret : 

Between theſe wide extremes the length is ſuch, 

I find I know too little or two much. 

© Almighty Pow'r, by whoſe moſt wiſe command. 
Helpleſs, forlorn, uncertain here I land; 
Take this faint glimm' ring of thyſelf away, 

6 Or break inco my foul with perfet day! 

This ſaid, expanded lay the ſacred text, 

The balm, the light, the guide of ſouls perplex· d. 

Thus the benighted traveller that ſtrays 

Through doubtful paths, enjoys the morning rays : 

The nightly miſt, and thick deſcending dew, 

Parting, unfold the fields and vaulted blue. 

O Truth divine! enlightend by thy rav, 
I grope and gueſs no more, but ſee my way; 

_ © Thouclear'dſt the ſecret of my high deſcent, 
And told'it me what thoſe my ſlic tokens meant; 
Marks of my birth, which I had worn in vain, 

Too hard for worldly ſages to explain, 
© Zeno's were vain, vain Epicurus' ſchemes, 
Their ſyſtems falſe, deluſive were their dreams; 
VUnſkill d my twofold nature to divide, 


One nurs'd my pleaſure, and one nurs'd my pride; 


© Thoſe jarring truths which human ar: beguile, 
Thy facred page thus bids me reconcile,” 
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|  Faulileſs thou dropp'dit from his unerring 1:11, 
With the bare pow'r to fin, ſince free of will: 
Yet charge not with thy guilt his bounteous love, 


Borne on thy new-imp'd wings, thou took ' U thy flight, 
| Lefithy Creator, and the realms of light ; 


Too faint to mount, yet reſileſs to aſpire ; 


For what thy ſenſe deſires, thy ſoul diſtaſtes : 
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What thou once wert, art now, and ſlill may be, 
Thy God alone can tell, alone decree ; 


For who has pow'r to walk has pow'r to rove: 
Who afts by force impell'd can nought deſerve ; 
And wiſdom ſhort of infinite may ſwerve. 


Diſdain'd his gentle precept to fulfil, 
And thought to grow a god by doing ill: 
Though by foul guilt thy heav'nly form defac'd, _ 


Thou ſtill retain'ſt ſome ſparks of heavenly fire, 


Angel enough to ſeek thy blifs again, 
And brute enough to make thy ſearch in vain, 
. 


Curb d, or deſerv'd, or-baulk'd, or gratified, 
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In what thou want'ſt, and what thou haſt poſſeſs d. 
In vain thou hop'ſt for bliſs on this poor clod ; 
| Return and ſeek thy Father and thy God; 


Yet think not to regain thy native ſky, 

Borne on the wings of vain philoſophy ! 
Myſterious paſſage! hid from human eyes ; 
Soaring you'll fink, and ſinking you will riſe : 


THE — BIT. 
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By fancy was not told, 
To lock it in a cheſt 
Within the chancel ; and he wrote 
A merry grig, whoſe greedy mind 
| Long wiſh'd for ſuch a prey, 
Reſpetting not the ſacred words 
That en the caſket lay, 
' Took out the gold, and blotting out 
The prieſt's inſcript thereon, 
Wrote, Refurrexit, non eft hic, 
« Your God is roſe and gone,” 
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TRIALS OF VIRTUE, 
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I view'd its ills of various kind, 
Afllitted and afraid. 


But chief my fear the dangers mov d 
That virtue's path incloſe : 
My heart the wiſe purſuit approv'd; 


| Forſee! ah ſee ! while yet her ways 
With doubtful flep I tread, 

A hoſtile world its terrorsÞraiſe, 
Its ſnares delufive ſpread. 


Oh how ſhall I, with heart prepar'd, 
Thoſe terrors learn to meet ? 
How from the thouſand ſnares to guard 
My unexperienced feet ? 
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5 12 oppreſire ſleep 
Soſt o' er my temples drew 

Oblivion's veil ——the wat'ry deep, 
An object ſtrange and new, 


Obſervant as I flood, 
And heave the boiling od. 


Near and more near the billows riſe ; 

E'en now my ſteps they lave ; 

And death to my affrighted eyes 
br 


What hope, or whither to retreat! 

Each nerve at once unſtrung, 

And chain'd my ſpeechleſs tongue. 
I feel my heart within me die; - 
When ſudden to mine car 

A voice, deſcending from on high, 
 Reprov'd my erring fear : 

Wn oh" Sofniiigfnge tne fie 

6 Impatient to devour; 

© Reſt, mortal, reſt on God's decree, 
And thankful own his pow's. 


Know, 
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Know, when he bade the deep appear, 
| *. Thus far, & th' Almighty ſaid, 


« Thus far, nor farther, rage; and here 


6 Let thy proud waves be ſtay d. 
I heard; and, Io! at once controul'd, 
The waves, in wild retreat, 
Back on themſelves reluctant roll d, 
Deeps to aſſembling deeps in vain 
Once more the ſignal gave: | 
And check ti uſurping wave. 
Convine'd, in Nature's volume wiſe, 
Tube imag' d truth I read; 
And ſudden from my waking eyes 
Th' inſtructive viſion fled. 


© Then why thus heavy, O my foul! 
Say why, diſtcuſtful ftill, 
© OFer ſcenes of future ill ? 

Let faith ſuppreſs each riſing fear, 
Each anxious doubt exclude ; 

« Thy Maker's will has plac'd thee here, 
6 A Maker wiſc and good! 
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© Its juſt ceſtraint to give ; 

© Attentive to behold thy woes, 
And faithful to relieve, 


Then why thus heavy, O my foul! 
© Say why, diſtruſtful ſtill, 
Oer ſcenes of future ill ? 


© Tho” griefs unnumber'd throng thee round, = 


© Still in thy God conſide, 
| © Whole finger marks the ſeas their bound, 
And curbs the headlong ide. 


— 


. 
— * 


A RHAPSODY. 
SI walk'd to myſelf, I faid tomyſelf, 
And myſelf ſaid again to me: 
Look tothyſelf, take care of thy ſell, 
For nobody cares for thee ; 
Then I faid to myſelf, and thus anſwer'd an 
With the felf ſame repartee ; | 


Look to thyſelf, or look not to thy ſc! f, 
Tis the (elf fame tlung tome, 


na dd ASSL BHD Ur SHOE Ze 


C 


AN 


ESSAY ON POETRY; 


By the DUKE of BUCKI NGHAM 


F all thoſe arts in which the wiſe excel, 
| Namor's clief malte>yince is welding welly. 
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And, if well finiſh'd, nothing ſhines fo much. 

| But Heaven forbid we ſhould be ſo profane. 


"Tis not a flaſh of fancy, which ſometimes, 
Bright as a blaze, but in a moment done: 

True wit is everlaſting, like the ſun ; 

Which, though ſometimes behind a cloud retir'd, 
Breaks out again, and is by all admir'd. 
Number, and rhyme, and that harmonious ſound, 
Which not the niceſt ear with harſhneſs wound, 


a 
Without a genius too; for that's the ſoul: 
A fpirit which inſpires che work throughout, 
As that of nature moves the world about, 


A flame 
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Even ſomething of divine, and more than wit; 

Itſelf unſeen, yet all things by it ſhewn, | 
Deferibing all men, but deſcrib'd by none. 

Where doſt thou dwell ? what caverns of the brain 
Can ſuch a vaſt and mighty thing contain? 

When I, at vacant hours, in vain thy abſence mourn, 
Oh ! where doſt thou retire ? and why doſt thou retire, 
Sometimes with pow'rf1l charms to hurry me away, 
From pleaſures of the night and buſineſs of the day ? 
Even now, no far tranſported, I am fain 
To check thy courſe, and uſe the needful rein. 
As all is dulneſs when the fancy's bad; 
So, without judgment, fancy is but mad: 
And judgment has a boundleſs influence 
Not only in the choice of words, or ſenſe, 
But on the world, on manners, and on men 3 
Fancy is but the feather of the pen; 
| Reaſon is that ſubſtanual uſeful part, 

Here I ſhall all the various ſorts of verſe, 
And the whole art of poetry, rehearſe ; 

But who that taſk could after Horace do? 
The beſt of matters and examples too! 
Echoes at bell, all we can fay is vain; 
Dull the dehgn, and fruulefs were the pain. 
Tis true, t:e ancients we may rob with caſe? 

But who with that nican ſhift himſelf can pleaſe, 
Without 
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Without an actor s pride ? A player's art 
Is above his who writes a borrow'd part. 
Vet modern laws are made for latter faults, 
And new abſurdities inſpire new thoughts ; 
What need has Satire then to live on theft, 
When ſo much freſh occaſion ftill is left ? 
Fertile our ſoil, and full of rankeft weeds, 
But hold——the fool ſhall have no cauſe to fear; 
Tis wit and ſenſe that are the ſubjeft here : . 
Deſfetts of witty men deſerve a cure; 

| And thoſe who are ſo wiil ev'n this endure. 


Firſt then of fongs which now fo mech chound; 
Without his ſong no fop is to be found; 
A moſt offenſive weapon, which he draws 
On all he meets, againſt Apollo's laws. 
Though nothing ſeems more eaſy, yet no part 
Of poetry requires a nicer arr ; 

For as in rows of richeſt pearl there lies 

Many a blemiſh that efcapes our eyes, 

The leaſt of which defefts is plainly fhewn 

In one ſmall ring, and brings the value down ; 
So ſongs ſhould be to juſt perfection wrought 3 
Yet where can one be ſcen without a fault ? 
Exact propriety of words and thought; 
Expreſhon eaſy, and the fancy high; 

Yet that not ſeem to creep, nor this to fly ; 
Vol. IV. 15. 1 
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No word tranipos'd, but in fach order all, 


As wrouglit with care, ret ſcem by chance to Fall, 
Here, as in all things elſe, i 15 moſl unfit, 
Bare ribaldry, that poor pretence to wit; 
Such nauſcous ſongs by a late aut nor“ made, 
Call an unwilling cenſure on his ſhade, 
Not that warm thoughts of the tranſporting jo» 
Can ſhock the chaſſeſt, or the niceſt cloy ; 
But words obſcene, too groſs to move deſire, 
Like heaps of fuel only caoke the fire, 
On other themes he well deſerves our praiſe ; 

But palls that appetite he meant to raiſe, 
Next, Elegy, of ſweet but ſolemn voice, 
And of a ſubjett grave exacts the choice ; 
The praiſe of beauty, valour, wit contains; 
And there too oft deſpairing love complains : 
In vain, alas! for who by wit is mov'd, 
That Phœnix ſhe deſerves tobe belov'd ; 
But noiſy nonſenfe, and ſuch fops as vex 
Mankind, take moft with that fantaſtic ſex, 
This to the praiſe of thoſe who better knew ; 
The many raiſe the value of the few. 
But here (as all our ſex too oft have tried) 
Women have drawn my wand'ring thoughts aſide. 
Their greateſt fault, who in this kind have writ, 
Is not defett in words, of want of wit: 

But 
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| kowever, that many of the worſt ſongs aſcribed to go 
nobleman were ſpurious, 
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But ſhould this Muſe harmonious nber yield, 


And ev'ry couplet be with fancy fill'd; 

If yet a juſt coherence is not made 

Between each thought, and the whole model laid 
So right, that ev'ry line may higher rife, | 

Like goodly mountains, till they reach the ſkies ; | 


Such trifles may perhaps of late have paſs d, 
And may be hik'd awhile, but never laſt ; 


But not an elegy, nor writ with ſkill, 
No * Panygeric, nor a + Cooper's Hill. 
A higher flight, and of a happier force, 


Tis epigram, tis point, tis what you will, } 


Are Odes; the Muſes moſt unruly horſe, 


Here foams at mouth, and moves like one poſſeſs d. 


The poet here muſt be indeed inſpir d 
With fury too, as well as fancy fir d. 
Cowley might boaſt to have perform'd this part, 


Had he with nature join d ihe rules of art; 


But ſometimes diftion mean, or verſe ill- wrought, 
Deadens, or clouds, his noble frame of thought. 


Though all appear in heat and fury done, 


The language flill muſt ſoft and eaſy run. 
Theſe laws may ſound a litile too ſevere ; 
But judgment yiclds, and fancy governs here; 
Which, though extravagant, this Muſe allows, 
And makes the work much eafier than it ſhews. 

Of all the ways that wiſeſt men could ſind 
To mend the age, and mort:fy mankind, 
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Satire well writ has moſt ſucceſsful prov d, 
And cures, becauſe the remedy is lov'd. 

Tis hard to write on ſuch a ſubjett more, 
Without repeating things ſaid oft be fore: 
Sorac vulgar errors only we'll remove, 

That ftain a beauty which we ſo much love. 
Of choſen words ſome take not care enough, 
And think they ſhould be as the ſubje& rough ; 
This poem malt be more exafily made, 

And ſharpelt thoughts in ſinoothelt words convey'd. At! 
As if their only buſineſs was to rail: 

But human frailty nicely to unfold, 
Diſtinguiſhes a ſatyr from a ſcold. 

Rage you mutt hide, and prejudice lay down; 
A ſatyr's ſmile is ſharper than his frown :; 

So while you ſeem to {light ſome rival youth, 
The Laureat here may jullly claim our praiſe, 


 Crown'd by Mac Flecknoe + with immortal bays ; WI 
Yet once his Pegaſus | has borne dead weight, Are 
Rid by ſome lumpiſh miniſter of ſtate. To 
Here reſt, my Muſe, ſuſpend thy cares awhile ; me. 

A more important taſk attends thy to:l. Let 
LO E 
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As ſome young eagle, that deſigns to fly 

A long unwonted journey through the ſky, 

Weighs all the dang'rous enterprize before, 

O'er what wide lands and ſeas ſhe is to foar ; 

Doubts her own itrength fo far, and juſtly fears 

The lofty road of airy travellers ; | 
But yet, incitcd by ſome bold deſign, 

That does her hopes beyond her fears incline, 
Prunes ev'ry feather, views herfelf wtth care, 
At laſt, reſolv'd, ſhe cleaves the yielding air; 
Away ſhe flies, fo itrong, ſo high, fo faft, 

She leſſens to us, and is loft at laſt: 

So (tho” too weak for ſuch a weighty thing) 

The Muſe inſpires a ſharper note to ſing. 

And why ſhould truth offend, when only told 

To guide the ignorant, and warn the bold? 

On, then, my Muſe ; advent' rouſly engage 

To give inſlruttions that concern the Stage. 

The unities of action, time, and place, | 

Which, if obſerv'd, give plays fo great a grace, 

Are, tho” but little practis d, too well known | 

To be taught here, where we pretend alone 

From nicer faults to purge the preſent age | 

Leſs obvious errors of the Engliſh ſtage. 

Firſt, then, Soliloquies had need be few, 
Extremely ſhort, and ſpoke in paſſion too. 

Our lovers talking to themſelves, for want 

Of others, make the pit their confidant ; 

E3 Not 
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Nor is the matter mended yet, if ins 
They truſt a friend, only to tell it us; 
Th' occaſion ſhould as naturally fall, 


As when Bellario confeſſes all*. 
Figures of ſpeech, which poets think {6 fine 
(Art's needle varniſh to make nature line) 

All are but paint upen abeauteous face, 

And in deſcriptions only claim a place: _ 
But, to make rage declaim, and grief diſcourſe, 
From lovers in deſpair fine things to force, 
Muſt needs ſucceed ; lhe ws eee a he phe 
A dying hero, miſerably witty ? 

But oh! the Dialogues, where jefl and mock 

Are held up like a reſt at ſhuttle-cock; 

Or elſe like bells eternally they chime ; 

They figh in Simile, and die in Rhyme. = 
What things are theſe who would be poets thought, 
By nature not inſpir'd, nor learning taught ? 
Some wit they have, and there fore may deſerve 
A better courſe than this, by wich they flarvʒe: 
But to write plays! why, tis a bold pretence 
To judgment, breeding, wit, and eloquence : 
' Nay more; for they muſt look within, to find 
Thoſe ſecret turns of nature in the mind. 
Without this part, in vain would be the whole, 
And but a body all, without a ſoul. 


All 
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All this united yet but makes a part 
Of Dialogue, that great and pow'rful art, | 
Now almolt loft, which the old Grecians knew, „ 
From whom the Romans fainter copies drew, } 
Scarce comprehended fince but by a few. 
Plato and Lucian are the beſt remains 
Of all the wonders which this art contains; 
Yet to ourſelves we juſtice mult allow, 
| Shakeſpear and Fletcher are the wonders now 
Conſider then, and read them o'er and o'er; 
Go ſee them play d, then read them as before: 
For though in many things they groſsly fail, 
Over our paſſions ſtill they ſo prevail, 8 
That our own grief by theirs is rock's aſleep; 
The dull are forc'd to feel, the wiſe to weep, 
Their beauties imitate, avoid their faults ; | 
Ws Firſt, on a plot employ thy careful thoughts ; 

Turn it, with time, a thouſand ſev'ral ways ;. 

This oft, alone, has given ſucceſs to play. 
Reject chat vulgar error (which appears 
So fair,] of making perfect characters; NES, 

There's no ſuch thing in nature, and rn Aw 

A faultleſs monſter which the world ne er faw. 

But ſuch as may deſerve compaſſion too. 
Beſides the main deſign compos'd with art, 
All Each moving ſcene mult be a plot apart; 
Contrive each little turn, mark ev'ry place, 
As painters firſt chalk out the future face: 
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Yet be not fondly your own ſlave for this, 
| But change hereafter what appears amiſs. 


Think not ſo much where ſhining thoughts to place, 


As what a man would fay in ſuch a caſe : 
Neither in comedy will this ſuffice, 
| The player too muſt be before your eyes, 
And, thouga tis drudgery to ſtoop fo low 
To him you muſt your ſecret meaning ſhew, 
Expole no ſingle fop, but lay the load 
More equally, and ſpread the folly broad; 
Mere coxcombs are too obvious ; * 
A fool derided by as bad as he: _. 
Hawks fly at nobler game; in this low way, 
A very owl may prove a bird of prey. 
Small poets thus will one poor fop devour : 
But to colleft, hke bees, from ev'ry flower, 
Ingredients to compoſe that precious juice, 
Which ſerves the world for pleafure and for uſe, 
In ſpite of faction this would favour get; 
But Falſtaff * lands inimitable yet. 
So overflow, that is, be none at all, 
That ev'n his fools ſpeak ſenſe, as if poſſeſt, 
And each by inſpiration breaks his jeſt. 
If once the juſtneſs of each part be loſt, 
Well may we laugh, but at the poet's coſt. 
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That filly thing men call ſheer-wit avoid, 

With which our age ſo nauſcoufly is cloy d: 
Humour is all; wit-ſhould be only brought 
To turn agreeably ſome proper thought. 
But fince the poets we of late have known 
Shine in no dreſs ſo much as in their own, - 
The better by example to convince, 5 
Caſt but a view on this wrong fide of ſenſe. 

Firſt, a ſoliloquy is calmly made, 
Where ev'ry reaſon is exactly weigh'd; 
Which once perform'd, moſt opportunely comes 
Some hero frighted at the noiſe of drums ; 
For her ſweet ſake, whom at firſt fight he loves, 
But ſome ſad accident, though yet unknown, 


| Parting this pair, to leave the ſwain alone; 


He ſtraight grows jealous, tho” we know not why 3 
Then, to oblige his rival, needs will die : 
But firſt he makes a ſpeech, wherein he tells 
The abſent nymph how much his flame excels ; 

And yet bequeaths her generouſly now, 
To chat lov'd rival whom he does not know! 
Who ſtraight appears; but who can fate withſtand P. 
| Toolate, alas! to hold his haſty hand, 

That juſt has given himſelf the cruel ſtroke ! 
At which his very rival's heart is broke : 
He, more to his new friend than miſtreſs kind, 
Moſt ſadly mourns at being left behind: 
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Of ſuch a death prefers the pleaſing charms 
To love, and living in a lady's arms. 


What ſhameful and what monſtrous things are the! 


And then they rail at thoſe they cannot pleaſe: 
Conclude us only partial to the dead, 

And grudge the fign of old Ben Jonſon's head: 
When the intrinſic value of the ſtage 

Can ſcarce be judg's but by a following ag» : 
Far dances, flutes, Italian ſongs, and rhyme, 
May keep up ſinking nonſenſe for a time ; 
But that muſt fail, which now ſo much ober- rules, 
And ſenſe no longer will ſubmit to fools. 

By painful ſteps at laſt we labour up 

Parnaſſus lull, on whoſe bright wry top 

The Epic poets fo divinely ſhew, 

And with juſt pride behold the reſt below. 

Heroic poems have a jult pretence | | 

To be the utmoſt ſtretch of human ſenſe ; 

A work of ſuch ineſtimable worth, 

There are but two the world has yet brought forth ! 
| Homer and Virgil! with what ſacred awe 

Do thoſe mere ſounds the world's attention draw? 
Juſt as a changeling ſeems below the reſt 

Of men, or rather is a two- legg'd beaſt, 

So theſe gigantic ſouls, amaz'd, we find 

As much above the reſt of human kind! 
Nature's whole ftrength united! endleſs fame, 
And univerſal ſhouts, attend their name ! 


Rea 


PEP 


2 


ol 


2 grey 


e 
Read Homer once, and you can read no more, 
For all books elſe appear ſo mean, ſo poor, 
Verſe will ſeem proſe; but ſtill perſiſt to read, 
And Homer will be all che books you need, 
Had Boſſu never writ, the world had flill, 
Like Indians, view'd this wond'rous piece of (hull ; 
As ſomething of divine the work admir'd ; 
Not hop'd to be inſtrutted, but inſpir'd : 
Defcnb'd the ſeeds, and in what order ſown, 
That have to ſuch a vaſt proportion grown. 
Sure from ſome angel he the ſecret knew, 
Who thought this labyrinth has lent the clue, 
But what, alas ! avails it poor mankind, 
To ſee this promis'd land, yet ſtay behind ? 
The way is ſhewn, but who has flrength to go? 
Who can all ſciences profoundly know ? 

Whoſe fancy flies beyond weak Reaſon's ſight, 
And yet has judgment to direct it right? 
Whoſe juſt judgment, Virgil-like, is ſuch, 
Never to ſay too little or too much? 
Let ſuch a man begin without delay ; 

But he muſt do beyond what I can fay ; 
Muſt above Taſſo's lofiy flights prevail, 

| Succeed where Spenſer and ev'n Milton fail. 
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BANKS or Tu YARROW. 
2 the Moon- beams all bright, 
Give a luſlre to Night, 8 
I weep on his Dwelling ſo narror; 
And high o'er his grave 
The willow-trces wave, | 
Who died, on the Banks of the Yarrow! 


F 
He fell, by the flight of an arrow ; 
Pre 
Who died, on che Banks of the Yarrow? 


Nine heels 1 mare 3 

Thro' the Lab'rinths of Love, 
OED wn ny Howes 
I mourn—but in vain 

I fighfor the Swain 


Who died on the Banks of the Yarrow ! 


As wildly I rave 

And look on his grave, 
Diftrattion my ſoul ſeems to harrow : 

And bleſt were my doom. 

Could I fink in his Tomb, 


aw pen the Banks of the Yarrow! | 
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RESIGNATION, 


_ 


By Dr. EDIVARD YOUNG. 


PART I. 


1 days how few, how ſhort the years, 


Of man's too rapid race ; 
Each leaving, as it ſwiftly flies, 
A ſhorter in its place ? 
They who the longeſt leaſe enjor, 
Have told us, wich a ſigh, 


That, to be born, ſeems little more 


Than to begin to die. 

Numbers there are who feel this truth, 
Wh fears alarm'd; and yet, 

In life's deluſions lull'd alleep, 
This weighty truth forget. 


And am not I to theſe a-kin ? 


Age ſlumbers o'er the quill : 


Its honour blots whate'er it writes, 


And am I wriung fhll ? 
Couſcious of nature in decline, 

And languor in my thoughts, 
To ſoften cenſure, and abate 


Its rigour on my faults, 
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Permit mc, Nadam, ere 10 VOL 

The promis'd verſe I par, 
To touch on felt inſirmitx, 

Sad ſiſler of decay. 
One world deceas'd, another born, 

Like Noah they behold, 
O'er whoſe white hairs and furrow'd brows 
Too many ſuns have roll'd. 
Happy the patriarch ! he rejoic'd 
Illis ſecond world to ſee; 

My ſecond world, tho' gay the ſcene, 
Can boaſt no charms for me. 
To me this brilliant age appears 
With deſolation ſpread ; 
Near all with whom I liv'd, and Guil' d, 

Whilſt life was life, are dead: 
And u ith them died my joys : the grare 

Has broken nature's laws; 
And clos'd, againſt this feeble frame, 
Its partial cruel jaws : 
Cruel to ſpare ! condemn'd to life! 

A cloud impairs my fight ; 

My weak hand diſobeys my will, 

And trembles as I write, 
What ſhall I write P Thalia ! tell; 

Say, long abandon'd muſe ! 
What field of fancy ſhall I range? 
What ſubject ſhall I chuſe ? 

A choice 


11 
:\ choice of moment high inſpire, 
And reſcue me from ſhame, 
For Joating en thy charms fo late, 
By grandeur n my theme. | 
Beyond the themes, which moſl admire, 
Which dazzle, or amaze ; 
Beyond renown d exploits of war, 
Bright charms, or empire's blaze, 
Are themes which, in a world of wo, 
Can beſt appeaſe our pain 
And, in an age of gaudy guilt, 
Gay folly's flood reſtrain ; 
Amidſt the ſtorms of life ſupport 
A calm unſhaken mind; 
And with unfading laurels crown 
The brow of the refign'd. 
O Res:1cxaT1ioN! yet unſung, 
Untouch'd by former ſtrains ; 
Tho' claiming ev'ry muſe's ſmile, 
And ev'ry poet's pains ; 
Beneath life's ev'ning ſolemn ſhade, 
I dedicace my page | 
To thee, thou ſafeit guard of youth ! 
Thou ſole ſupport of age ! 
All other duties creſcents are 
Of virtue faintly bright ; - 
The glorious confummation, thou! 
Which fills her orb with light; 
42 Flow 
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How rarely fiil'd! The love di vine | 
In evils to diſcern ; 
"This the firſt leſſon which we want, 
The lateſt which we learn: 
A melancholy truth! For know, 
Could our proud hearts re gn, 
The diſtance greatly would decreaſe 
_ *Twixt human and divine. 5 
But tho' full noble is my theme, * 
Full urgent is my call | | 
To ſoften ſorrow, and forbid | 
The burſting tear to fall; 
The taſk I dread : dare I to leave 
Of human proſe the ſhore, 
And put to ſea ? a dang'rous ſea! 
What throngs have ſunk before! 
| How proud the poet's billows ſwell ! 
The God ! The God | his bouſt; 
A boaſt how vain ] what wrecks abound! 
Dead bards ſlench every coaſt. 
What then am I? Shall I preſume, 
On ſuch a moulten wing, 
Above the general wreck to riſe, 
And, in my winter, fing ; 
When nightingales, when ſweeteſt bands, 
Confine their charming ſong 
To ſummer's animating heats, 
Content to warble young? 


Yet, 
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Vet, write I muſt; a lady * ſucs ; 
Flow ſhameful her requell ? 
| Aly brain in labour for dull chymc ! 
Her's teeming with the bell! 
But you a ſtranger will excuſe, 
Nor ſcorn his feeble ſtrain ; 
To you a ſtranger, but, through fate, 
No ſtranger to your pain. 
The ghoſt of grief deceas'd aſcends, 
His old wound bleeds anew ; 
His ſorrows are recall'd to life 
By thoſe he ſees in you : 
Too well he knows the twilled firings 
Of acdent hearts combin'd; 
When rent aſunder, how they bleed, 
How hard to be reſign d: 
Thoſe tears you pour, his eyes have ſhed ; 
The pang you feel, he felt; 
Thus Nature, loud as Virtue, bids 
His heart at your's to melt. 
But what can heart, or head, ſuggeſt ? 
What fad Experience ſay ? 
Through truths auſtere, to peace we work 
Our rugged, gloomy way: 
What are we ? whence ? for what ? and whicher ? 
Who know not, needs muſt mourn; 
But Thought, bright daughter of the ſkies ! | 
Can tears to triumph turn. 


— 
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Thane i car canes, tis the mind's 
Impenetrable ſhield, 

When, ſent by fate, we meet our focs 
In fore Affliction's field; 

It plucks the frightful maſk from ills 3 
| Forbids pale fear to hide, £ 
Which turns affetion's tide. 
Affection frail ! train'd up by Senſe, 
| From Reaſon's channel firays; 
And whilſt it blindly points at peace, 

Our peace to pain betrays, 
Thought winds its fond, erroneous ſtream 
From daily-dying flow'rs, 

To nouriſh rich, immortal blooms, 

In amaranthine bow'rs ; 


 Whence throngs, in eclacy, lock dows 


On what once ſhock'd their fight ; 

And thank the terrors of the paſt, 
For ages of delight. 

All withers here; who molt poſſeſs 
Arc loſers by their gain, 

Stung by full proof, that, bad at beſt, 
Life's idle All is vain : 


Vain, in its courſe, life's murm'ring ſtream; 


Did not its courſe offend, 


Bur murmur ceaſe ; life, then, would ſeem. 


Sull vainer, from its cad, 


How 


3 
How wretched ! who, through cruel fate, 
H ave nothing to lament, - 
With the poor alms this world affords, 
Dieplorably content? 
Had not the Greek his world miſtook, 
His wiſli had been moſt wiſe ; 
To be content with but one world, 
Like him, we ſhould deſpiſe. 
Of earth's revenue would you ſlate 
A full account, and fair ? 
We hope; and hope ; and hope ; then ealt 
The total up deſpair, 
Since vain all here, all future, vaſt, 
Embrace the lot aſſign'd; 
Heav'n wounds to heal; its frowns are friends 3 : 
Its ſtrokes ſevere, moſt kind, 
But in laps'd nature rooted deep, 
Blind error domineers; 
And on fools errands, in the dark, 
Sends out our hopes and fears ; 
Bids us for ever pains deplore, 
Our pleaſures overprize : 
Theſe oft perſuade us to be weak ; 
Thoſe urge us to be wiſe, 
From virtue's rugged path to right 
By pleaſure are we brought 
To tlow'ry fields of wrong, and there 
Pain chides us for our fault ; 


Yet 
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Yet whillt it chiuc:, : peaks of * 
If folly is withſtood ; | 
And fays, time pays an eaſy price 
For our eternal good. 
In earth's dark cot, and in an hour, 
And in deluſion great, 
What an œconomiſt is man, 
To ſpend his whole eſtate, 
And beggar an eternity ? 
For wh:ch as he was born, 
More worlds than one againſt it weigh'd, 
As feathers he ſhould ſcorn. 
Say not, your loſs in triumph leads 
|  Religion's feeble ſtrife: 
Joys future amply reimburſe 
Joys bankrupts of this life, 
But not deferr d your joy ſo long, 
It bears an early date : 
Affliction's ready pay in hand 
Befriends our preſent flate. 
What are the tears which trickle down 
Her melancholy face, 

Like liquid pearl ? like pearls of price, 
They purchaſe laſhing peace. | 
Grief ſoftens hearts, and curbs the will, 

Impetuous paſſion tames, 
And keeps infatiate keen deſire 
From launching in extremes, 


Thro? 
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Thro' time's dark womb, our jug rig 
If our dim eye was tb u,, 
Clear ſhould we ſev. the will divine 
Has but foreitall'd our own. 
At variance with our future wiſh, 


Self. ſever'd, we complain; 


If ſo, the wounded, not the wound. 
Mluſt anſwer for the pain. 


The day ſhall come, and ſwift of wing, 


Tho' you may think it ſlow, 

When, in the liſt of fortune's ſmiles, 
You'll enter frowns of wo. 

For mark the path of Providence: 
This courſe it has purſued, 

Pain is the parent, wo the womb, 
Of ſound important good.” 


Our hearts are falten'd to this world 


By ſtrong and endleſs ties; 
And ev'ry ſorrow cuts a ſtring, 
And urges us to riſe. 

*Twill ſound ſevere—Yet reſt aſſur'd 
I'm ſludious of your peace; | 
Tho? I ſhould dare to give you joy 
Yes, joy of his deceaſe : 
An hour ſhall come (you queſtion * 

An hour, when you ſhall bleſs, 
Beyond the brighteſt beams of life, 

Dark days of your diltreſs, „ 
15 | Hear 
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Hear then without ſurpriſe a truth, 
A daughter- truth to this, V. 
Swift turns of fortune often tie 5 
A bleeding heart to bliſs. P. 
Eſleem you this a paradox 7 
My ſacred motto read; 1 
A glorious truth! divinely ſung 
By one whoſe heart had bled, A 
To Reſignation ſwift he flew ; 
In her a friend he found; | T 
A friend, which blefs'd him with a ſmile | 
When gaſping with his wound. 
On earth nought precious is obtain'd 
But what is painful too ; | | } 
By travel, and to travel born, { 
To real joy we work our way, 1 
Encountering many a ſhock, „ 
Ere found what truly charms; as found | 
A Venus in the block. I 
In ſome difaſter, ſome ſevere ( 
Appointment for our fins, 
That mother-bleſſing, (not ſo call'd; 
True happineſs, begins. 
No martyr c'er defy'd the flames, 
By flings of life unvext ; | 
E:r!l roſe fome quarrel with th's world, 
Then pallion for the next. 


Tore 
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You ſee, then, pangs are parent-pang*, 
The pangs of happy birth; 
Pangs, by which only can be born 
True happineſs on earth. 
The peopled earth look all around, 
Or thro” time's records run! | 
And ſay, What is a man unitcuck ? 
It is a man undone, | 
This moment, am I deeply flung 
My bold pretence is try d; 
When vain man boaſts, Heav'n puts to proof 
The vauntings of his pride; 
Now need I, madam! your ſupport, 
How exquiſite the ſmart ! 
Hilo critically tim'd the * news 
Which ſtrikes me to the heart! 
| The pangs of which I ſpoke, I fee! 2 
If worth like thine is born, 
O long belov'd! I bleſs the blow, 
And triumph, whilit T mourn. 
| Nor mourn I long; by grief ſubdu'd 
| Be reaſon's empire ſhown: 
Dcep anguiſh comes by Heaven's decree, 
Continues by our on; 
And when continu'd paſt its point, 
Indulg'd in length of time, 
Grief is diſgrace, and, what was fate, 
Corrupts into a crime: 


And 
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* The death of Mr. Richard ſon. 
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And ſhall I, criminally mean, 
My ſelf and ſubje& wrong ? 
No: my example ſhall ſupport 
The ſubject of my fong. 
Madam! I grant, your loſs is great, 
Nor little is your gain : 
Let that be weigh'd ; when weigh'd aright, 
It richly pays your pain, 
When Heaven would kindly ſet us free, 
And earth's enchantment end, 
It takes the moſt effeQtual means, 
And robs us ofa FRIEND: 
„ ee ſigh nf 
*Tis prudent ; but ſevere: 
Men en aid my weak weakneſs, and I drop 
All forrow——ith this tear. 
Perhaps your ſettled grief to ſoothe 
I ſhould not vainly ftrive: 
But with ſoft balm your pain aſſuage, 
Had he been ſtill alive; 
Whoſe frequent aid brought kind relicf, 
In my diſtreſs of thought, 
Ting'd with his beams my cloudy page, 
And beautify'd a fault, 
To touch our pathons' ſecret ſprings, 
Was his peculiar care ; 
And deep his happy genius div'd 
In boſoms of the fair; 


N ature, 
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Nature, which favours to the few 


All art beyond imparts, 


To him preſented, at his birth, 


The key of human hearts: 


Bt not to me by him bequeath d 


His gentle ſmooth addreſs; 

His tender hand to touch the wound 
In throbbings of diſtreſs. 

Howe'er, proceed I muſt, unbleſs'd 
With Eſculapian art : 


Plays diſaſfection's part: 


Can foul from ſoul divide: 


Tho? tranſports are deny d; 


Are you not, then, unkindly kind ? 


Is not your love ſevere ? | 
O! flop that cryſtal ſource of wo ; 
Nor wound him with a tear. 

As thoſe above from human bliſs 


| * Receive increaſe of joy; 


May not a ſtroke from human wo, 
In part, their peace deſtroy ? 

He lives in thoſe he left ;——to what ? 
Your, now, paternal care : 


Know, love ſometimes, millaken love ! 


Clear from its cloud your brighten'd eye, 


It will diſcern hun there; 
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In features, not of form alone, 
But thoſe, I truſt, of mind, 

Auſpicious to the public weal, 
And to their fate refign'd. 

Think on the tempeſts he ſuſtain'd; 
Revolve his battles won ; 

| From ſuch a father's fon : 

In conſolation what you feck ? 
Fan, then, his martial fire; 

And animate to flame the ſparks 

| Bequeath'd him by his fire. 

As nothing great is born in haſte, 

| Wiſe Nature's time allow 8 

His father's laurels may deſcend, 

And flouriſh on his brow, 

Nor, Madam! be ſurpriz d to hear, 
That laurels may be due | 

Not more to heroes of the field, 

(Proud boaſters !) than to you: 

Tender as is the female frame, 

Like that brave man you mourn; 

Vou are a ſoldier, and to fight 
Superior battles born; 

Beneath a banner nobler far 
Than ever was unfurl'd 


In fields of blood ; a banner bright ! 


High wav'd o'er all the world. 


15 
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It, like a flreaming meteor, caſts 
An univerſal light; 
Sheds day, ſheds more, eternal day 
On nations whelm'd in night: 
Beneath that banner, what exploic 
Can mount her glory higher, 
Than to ſuſtain the dreadful blow, 
When thoſe we love expire 
Go forth a moral Amazon ; 
Arm'd with undaunted thought ; 
The battle won, tho' coſting dear, 
You'll think it cheaply bought : 
The paſſive hero, who fits down 
Beneath afflition's galling load, 
Out- acts a Czfar's toil ; 
The billows flain'd by flaughter'd foes, 
Inferior praiſe afford ; 
Reaſon's a bloodleſs conqueror, 
Nor can the thunder of huzzas 
From ſhooting nations, cauſe 
Such ſweet delight, as from your heart 
Soft whiſpers of applauſe. 
The dear deceas'd fo fam'd in arms, 
Wich what delight he'll view 
His triumphs on the main outdone, 
Thus conquer'd, twice, by you! 
| B 2 Share 
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Share his delight; take heed to ſhin 

Of boſoms moſt diſcas'd 

That odd diſtemper, an abſurd 

Reluttance to be pleas d: 3 
Some ſeem in love with Sorrow's charms, 
Ard that foul fiend embrace: 

This temper let me juſtly brand, 

And ſtamp it with diſgrace : 

Sorrow ! of horrid parentage ! 

| Thou ſecond born of hell! 

Againſt Heaven's endleſs mercies pour'd 
How dart'ſt thou to rebel ? 

From black and noxious vapours bred, 

And nurs'd by want of thought, 

And to the door of Frenzy's ſelf 

By perſeverance brought : 

From brutal eyes have ran; 
Are radiant marks of man; 
Th' illumin'd human face; 

And light, in ſons of honeſt joy, 
Some beams of Moſes” face. 

| Is Refignation's leſſon hard ? 
Examine, we ſhall find 

That duty gives up little more 

Than anguiſh of the mind. 


| Rebgans 
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Reſign ; and all the load of life 
That moment you remove, 


Its heavy tax, ten thouſand cares 


| Devolve on One above; 
Who bids us lay our burden down 


Softens our duty to relief, 


To bleffing a command. 


For joy what cauſe ! how ev'ry ſenſe 


Is courted from above 

The year around, wich porſemes rich, 
The growth of endleſs love! 

But moſt o'erlook the bleſſings pour'd, 
Forget the wonders done, 

And terminate, wrapt up in ſenſe, 
Their proſpett at the ſun ; 


From that, their final point of view, 


On travel infinite of thought, 
Broke looſe from Time's tenacious ties, 
And Earth's involving gloom, 


To range at large its vaſt domain, 


And talk with worlds to come: 
They let unmark'd, and unemploy'd, 
Life's idle moments run; 
And doing nothing for themſelves, 
Imagine nothing done: | | 
B 3 Fatal 
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Fatal miſtake ! their fate goes on, 
Their dread account proceeds, 
And their not doing is ſet down | 
| Amongſt their darkeſt deeds. 
| Thong men fits ſtill, and takes his eaſe, 
God is at work on man; 
No means, no moments unemploy d, 
To bleſs him, if he can. 
But man conſents not, boldly bent 
T o faſhion his own fate; | 
Man, a mere bungler in the trade, 
Repents his crime too late ; 
Hence loud laments : let me thy cauſe. 
Indulgent Father! plead ; 
Of all the wretches we deplore, 
|  Notone by Thee was made. 
What is thy whole creation fair? 
Of love divine the child: 
Love brought it forth; and from its birth, 
Has o'er it fondly ſmil'd. 
Now, and thro' periods diſtant far 
Long ere the world began, 
LHeav'n is, and has in travel been, 
Iis birth the good of man; 
Ma: holds .n conftant ſervice bound 
The bluſt ring winds and ſeas; 
Not tuns diſdain to travel hard 
Facir maſter, man, to pleaſe: 


To 
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To final good the worſt events 
Throꝰ ſecret channels run; 
Finiſh for man their deſtin d courſe, 
As *twas for man begun. | 
One point (obſerv d, perhaps, by few) 
Has often ſmote, and ſmites 
My mind, as demonſtration ſtrong ; 
That Heaven in man delights : 
What's known to man of things unſeen, 
Of future worlds or fates ? 
So much, nor more, than what to man's 
Sublime affairs relates : 
What's revelation then? a kit, 
An inventory jull, 
Of that poor inſett's goods ſo late 
Call'd out of night and duſt. 
What various motives to rejoice ? 
To render joy fincere, 
Has this no weight ? Our joy is felt 
Beyond this narrow ſphere : 
Would we in heav'n new heav'n create, 
And double its delight ? 
A ſmiling world, when heav'n titer, 
How pleaſing in its fight ! 
Angels ſtoop forward from theis thrones, 
To hear its joyful lays ; 
As incenſe ſweet enjoy, and join, 
Its aromatic praiſc. 


„ 
Have we no cauſe to fear the ſlroke 
Of Heav'ns avenging rod, 
When we preſume to counterat 
A ſympathetic Goo 
His rod an harmleſs wand ; 
I not, it darts a ſerpent's fling, 
Like that in Moſes” hand; 
Like that it ſwallows up whate'er 
| Earth's vain magicians bring, 
Whofe baffled arts would boaſt below 
Of joys a rival ſpring. 
Conſummate love! the ft how large 
| Of bleſſings from thy hand ? 
To baniſh forrow, and be bleſs d, 
Is thy ſupreme command. 
Are ſuch commands but ill obey'd ? 
Of bliſs ſhall we complain? 
The man who dares to be a wretch, 
Joy is our duty, glory, health; 
The ſunſhine of the foul; | 
Our beſt encomium on the Pow'r | 
Who ſweetly plans the whole : 
Joy is our Eden ſtill poſſeſs d: 
Begone, ignoble grief? 
*Tis joy makes gods, and men exalts, 
Their nature our relicf ; 


Relief, 


„ OY 
Relief, for man to that mult ſtoop, 
And his due diſtance know ; 
Tran ſport's the language of the ſkies, 
Content the ſtyle below, 
Content is joy; and joy in pain, 
| 1sjoy and virtue too; 
Thus, Thus, whilſt good preſent we polleſs, 
More precious we purſue : 
Of joy the more we have in hand, 
The more have we to come z 
Joy, hke our money, int'reſt bears, 
Which daily ſwells the ſum. 
© But how to ſmile ; to ſtem the tide 
Of nature in our veins; 
© Is it not hard to weep. in joy? 
© What then to ſmile in pains? 
And ſtruggles thro' a ſtorm, | 
Proclaims the mind as great as good, 
And bids it doubly charm. | 
If doubly charming in our ſex, 
A ſex by nature bold ; 
What then in yours ? 'Tis di- mond there, 
Triumphant o'er our gold. . 
nnen 
Let farther opiate to your pain 
L labour to ſupply. 


** 

Since ſpirits greatly damp'd diſtort 
Ideas of delight, 
2 
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True friendihip, Woo it. 
The foul's horizon clears. 

A friend's an optic to the mind 
With ſorrow clouded o'er ; 

And gives it ſtrength of ſight to ſee 
Redreſs unſeen before. 
Reaſon is ſomewhat rough in man; 
Extremely ſmooth and fair. 
When ſhe, to grace her manly ſtrength, 

Aſſumes a female air. 

A friend you have, and I the ſame, 

Will bring to life thoſe healing thoughts, 

Which dy'd in your diſtreſs : 

That friend the ſpirit of my theme 

Extratting for your eaſe, 

Will leave to me the dreg, Ls 
Too common ; ſuch as theſe ; 

Let thoſe lament, to whom full bowls 
Of ſparkling joys are giv'n ; 

That triple bane inebriates life, 
Imbitters death, and hazards heav'n ; 


Wo 
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3 the pulſe is n. 
Deſpotic body reigns : 

Have you ne'er pity'd joy” s gay ſcenes, 

And deem'ld their glory dark ? 
Alas! poor Envy ! ſhe's ſtone- blind, 

And quite miſtakes her mark: 

Her mark lies hid in ſorrow's ſhades, 

But forrow well ſubdu d; | 
And in proud Fortune's frown defy'd, 
By meck, unborrow'd good. 

By Reſignation; all in that 

A double friend may find, 
N 

The pillow of mankind: | 
| On pillows void of down, for reſt = 
| Our reſtleſs hopes we place; 
When hopes of heav'n lie warm at heart, 

Our hearts repoſe in peace: 

That peace, which Reſignation yields, 

Who feel alone can gueſs ; 

"Tis diſbeliev'd by murm'ring minds, 

They muſt conclude it leſs : 

The loſs, or gain, of that alone 

Have we to hope, or fear; 
That fate controuls, and can invert 

The ſeaſons of the year: | 
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O! the dark days, the year around, 
Of an impatient mind; HFA 
Thro” clouds, and ſtorms, a ſummer breaks, 
To ſhine on the refign'd : 5 
While man, by that, of ev'ry grace 
And virtue is poſſeſs d; | 
Foul vice her pandzmonium builds 
In the rebellious breaſt. 
By Reſignation we defeat 
The worſt that can annoy 3 | 
And ſuffer, with far more repoſe | / 
Than worldlings can enjoy, = > 
From ſmall experience this I ſpeak 3 P 
O grant to thoſe I love, 1 
Experience fuller far, ye pow rs 
| Who form our fates above ! 
My love where due, if not to thoſe 
To ſhine on age in mean receſs, 
And light me to my theme ? 
A theme themſelves ! a theme how rare? 
To triumph over captive-heads, 
Are ſet in bright array : 
With his own arms proud man's o'ercome, 
His boaſted laurels die ; 
Learning and genius, wiſer grown, 
To female boſoms fly, 
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This 


8 
This revolution, lix'd by fate, 
In fable was forctold ; 


The dark prediction puzzled wits, 
Nor could the learn'd unfold. 
But as thoſe ladies ® works I read, 

They darted ſuch a ray, 

The latent ſenſe burſt out at once, 
And ſhone in open day: 

So burſt full ripe diſtended fruits, 
When ſtrongly firikes the ſun ; 

And from the purple grape unpreſs'd, 
Spontaneous nettars run. 


Pallas, ('tis faid), when Jove grew dull, 


Forſook his drowſy brain; 
And ſprig'itly leap'd into the throne 
Of wiſdom's brighter reign; 
Her helmet took ; that is, ſhot rays 
Of form:dable wit ; 
And launce,——or genius moſt acute, 
Which lines immortal writ ; 


And Gorgon ſhicld,——or, pov 'r to fr . 


Man's folly, dreadful ſhone ; 

And many a blockhead (caſy change! 
Turn'd inſtantly to ſhone. 

Our authors male, as then did Jove, 
Now ſcra:ch a damag'd head, 

And call for what once quarter'd there, 
But find the goddeſs fled, 
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The fruit of knowledge, golden fruit ! 
That once forbidden tree, 
Hedg'd in by ſurly man, is now 
To Bruain's daughters free : 
In Eve, (we know) of fruit ſo fair 
The noble thirſt began; 
And they, like her, have cans's a — 
A fall of fame in man: 
And ſince of genius in our ſex, 
O Addiſon! wich thee 
The ſun is ſet, how I rejoice 
This filter lamp to ſee!? 
It ihees, like Cynthia, filver beams 
On man's nocturnal flate ; 


His leſſen'd light, and 1 pow 'rs, 
I ſhow, whilſt I relate. 


PART II. 
UT what in either ſex, beyond 
All parts, our glory crowns ? 
In ruffling ſeaſons to be calm, 
And ſmile while fortune frowns.* 
Heav'n's choice is ſafer than our own; 
Of ages palt inquire, 
What the moſt formidable ill's 
To have our own delire,” 
IF, 
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If, in your wrath, the worſt of foes 

You wiſh extremely ill; 

Expoſe him to the thunder's ſtroke, 

Or that of his own will. 

What numbers ruſhing down the ſleep 
Of inclination ſtrong, 

Have periſn'd in their ardent wiſh ! 
Wiſh ardent, ever wrong! 

Tis Reſignation's full reſerve, 
Moſt wrong, as it implies 

Error moſt fatal in our choice, 

Detachment from the ſkies. 

By cloſing with the ſkies, we make 

Omnipotence our own; | 

That done, how formidable i!!'s 
Whole army is o'erihrown ! 

No longer impotent and frail, 
Ourſelves above we riſe : 

We ſcarce believe ourſelves below ! 
We treſpaſs on the ſkies ! | 

The Lord and Soul and ſource of all, 

Wbilſt man enjoys his eaſe, 

Is executing human will, 
In earth, and air, and ſeas, 

Beyond us, what can angels boaſt ? 
Archangels what require ? 

Whate er below, above, is done, 

Is done ae deſire, | 
C2 What 
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What glory this for man io mean, 
Vhole life is but a ſpun ? 
This is meridian mazelly! 
This, the ſublime of man! 
Beyond the boaſt of pagan ſong 
My facred ſut;e& ſhines ; 
Ard for a foil the luſtre takes 
Of Rome's exalted lines 
All, that the fun ſurveys. ſubdu'd, 
* But Cato's mighty mind'— 
Flow grand! molt true; yet far beneath 
Ihe foul of the reſigu d. 


To more than kingdoms, more than _ 


To paſſion that gives law; 

| Its matchleſs empire could have kept 
Great Cato's pride in awe : 

That fatal pride, whoſe cruel point 
Transfix'd his noble breaſt ; 

Far nobler ! if his fate ſuſtain'd 
Had left to Heaven the reſt : 
Then he the palm had borne away, 

At diſtance Cæſar thrown ; 

Put him off cheaply with the world, 
And made the ſkies his own. 

What cannot Reſignation do? 


It wonders can perform: 


That powerful charm, 5 Thy will be done, 
Can lay che loudett ſtorm, 


Come, 


E 
Come, Reſignat on! then, ſrom fields, 
Where, mounted on the wing, 
A wing of flame, bleſs'd mariyrs' ſouls, 


Aſcended to their King. 


Who is it calls thee ? One whoſe need 


Tranſcends the common fize ; 
Who flands in front againit a foe 
To which none equal riſe : 
In front he ſtands, the brink he treads 
Ot an eternal ſlate; | 
Flow dreadful his appointed poll ! 
How ſtrongly arm'd by fate. 


Tis threat'ning foe ! what {havorss deep 


O'erwhelm his gloomy brow ! 


Flis dart tremenduous Nat fourſcore 


My ſole aſylum, thou. 

Haſte then, O Reſignation ! halle, 
Tis thine to reconcile 

My foe and me; at thy approach, 
My foe begins to ſmile. 


O for that ſummit of my wiſh, 


Whilſt here I draw my breath, 
That promiſe of eternal life, 
A glorious ſmile in death! 
What ſight, heav'n's azure arch beneath, 
Hath molt of heav'n to boall ? 
The man reſign'd; at once ſerene, 
And giving up the ghoſt. | 
C92 At 
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At Death's arrival they ſhall finile. 1 
Who, not in life o'er-gay, 
Serious and frequent thought ſend out 13 1 


To meet him in his way. 
My gay coevals ! (ſuch there are), 
If happineſs is dear; 
Approaching death's alarming day ” 1 
Diſcreetly let us fear. 
The fear of death is truly wiſe, e 
Till wiſdom can riſe higher; b 
And, arm'd with pious fortitude, 5 
Death, dreaded once, deſire. 1 
Grand climacteric vanities 1 
Shock'd when, beneath the ſnow of age, | | I 
Man immaturely dies. | 1 
But am not I myſelf the man ? | 
No need abroad to roam 
In queſt of faults to be chaſtis'd ; — f 
What cauſe to bluſh at home! | 
In life's decline, when men relapſe | | | 
Into the ſports of youth, | 
The ſecond child out-fools the firſt, n 
And tempts the laſh of truth. 
Shall a mere truant from the grave 
With rival boys engage ? 
His trembling voice attempt to fing, 
And ape the poct's rage ? 


He re, 


"MI 
Here, Madam! let me viſit one, 
My fault who partly ſhares, 


And tell myſelf, by telling him, 


What more becomes our years; 
And if your breaſt with prudent zeal 
For Reſignation glows, 
You will not diſapprove a juſt 
Reſentment at its foes. 
In youth, V—taire ! our foibles plead 
For ſome indulgence due; 
When heads are wh, their thoughts and aims 
Should change their colour too. 
How are you cheated by your wir! 
Old age is bound to pay, 
By Nature's law, a mind diſcreet, 
For joys it takes away. | 
A mighty change is wrought by years 
Reverſing human lot; 
In age 'tis honour to ly hid, 
Tis praiſe to be forgot: 
The wiſe, as flow'rs, which ſpread at noon, 
And all their charms expoſe, 
When ev'ning damps and ſhades deſcend, 
Their evolutions cloſe. 
What tho? your muſe has nobly ſoar d, 
Is that our true ſublime ? 
Ours, hoary friend! is to prefe r 
Eternity to thine ; 


e 
Why cloſe a life, ſo juſtiy fam'd, 
With ſuch bold traſh as this*? 
This for renown ? yes, ſuch as makes 
Obſcurity a bliſs, 
Your traſh, with mine at open war, 
Is obllinately bent t, 
Like wits below, to ſow your tares 
Of gloom and diſcontent. 
Wich fo much ſunſhine at command, 
Why light with darkneſs mix ? 
Why dath with pain our plcaſure ? why 
Your Helicon with Styx? 
Your worl:s in our divided minds 
Repugnant patho: : ., 
Con found us with a double ſtroke, 
We ſhudder, whilſt we praiſe ; 
A curious web, is finely wrought 
As genius can inſpire, | 
Fron a black bag of poi ſon ſpun, 
WW ich horror we admire. 
Mean as it 1s, if this is read 
With a difdainful air, 
I can't forgive ſo grcat a foe 
To my dear friend V —taire, 
Early I knew him, early prais'd, 
And long to praiſe him late: 5 
lis genius greatly I admire, 
Nor would deplore his fate: 
A late 
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A fate how much to be deplor'd, 
At which our Nature ſlarts! 
Forbear to fall on your own ſword, 
To periſh by your parts. 
But great your name'—To ſeed on air 
Were then immortals born ? 
Nothing is great, of which more great, 
| Nlore glorious is the ſcorn. 
| Can fame your carcaſe from the worm 
N Vl hich gnaws us in the grave, 
Or foul from that which never dies, 
Applauding Europe, ſave ? 
But fame you loſe ; good ſenſe alone 
Pour idol, praiic can claim; 
1 When wild wit murders happineſs, 
It puts to death our fame. 
Nor boaſt your genius ; talents bright 
Ev'n dunces will deſpiſe, Z 
If in your weſtern beams is miſs'd 
| A genius for the tkies, 
Your talle too fails; what moſt excels, 
True taſte muſt reliſh moſt ; 
And what, to rival palms above, 
Can proudeſt laurels boall ? 
Sound heads ſaivation's helmet “ ſeek ; 
Reſplendent are its rays: 
Let that ſuffice ; it needs no plume 
j Of ſublunary praiſe, 
_ | May 
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May this enable couch'd V—taire 
To fee that—All is right t, 
His eye, by flaſh of wit ſtruck blind, 
| Reſtoring to its fight. 
If fo, all's well: who much have err'd, 
That much have been forgiv'n; 
I fpeak with joy, with joy he'll hear, 
V caires are, now, in heav'n.“ 
Nay, ſuch philantrophy divine, 
So boundleſs in degree, 
Its marvellous of love extends 
(Stoop moſt profound !) to me. 
Let others cruel ſlars arraign, 
Or dwell on their diftrefs; 
But let my page, for mercics — 
A grateful heart expreſs. 


Walking, the preſent GoD was ſeen, | 


Of old, in Eden fair: 
The God as preſent, by plain fleps 
Of providential care, 
I behold paſſing through my life; 
His awful voice I hear; 

And, conſcious of my nakedneſs, 
Would hide myſelf for fear: 
But where the trees, or where the clouds 

Can cover from his ſight ? 
Naked the ceatre to that eye, 
To which the ſun is night. 


Mic his romance ridicules, 


1 
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As yonder glitt'ring lamps on high 
Through night's illumin'd roll; 


May thoughts of Him by whom they ſhine, 


Chace darkneſs from my ſoul ; 


My foul, which reads his hand as clear 


In my minute affairs, 


As in his ample manuſcript 


Of ſun, and moon, and ſtars ; 


And knows him not more bent aright 


To wield that vall machine, 


Than to correct one erring thought 


In my ſmall world within; 
A world that ſhall ſurvive the fall 


Of all his wonders here; 
Survive, when ſuns ten thouſand drop, 


And leave a darken'd ſphere. 
Yon matter groſs, how bright it ſhines ! 
For time how great his care ! 


'Sure ſpirit and eternity 


Far richer glories ſhare. | 
Let thoſe our hearts impreſs, on thoſe 
Our contemplation dwell ; 


'On thoſe my thoughts how juſtly thrown, 


But what I now ſhall tell ? 
When backward with attentive mind 
Life's labyrinth I trace, 

I find him far myſelf beyond 
Propitious to my peace: 
Through 
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Through all the crooked paths I trod, 
My folly he purſu'd ; | 
My heart aſtray, to quick return 
Importunately woo'd : 
Due Refignation home to preſs 
On my capricious will, 
How many reſcues did I meet, 
Beneath the maſk of ill! 
How many foes in ambuſh laid 
Beneath my ſoul's defire ; 
By what we moſt admire. 
Have I not ſometimes, (real good 
So little mortals know ! 
Mounting the fummit of my wiſh, 
Profoundly plung'd in wo? + 
I rarely plann'd ; but cauſe I found 
My plan's defeat to bleſs : | 
Oft I lamented an event ; 
It turn'd to my ſucceſs: 
By ſharpen'd appetite to give 
To good intenſe delight, 
Through dark and deep perplexties 
He led me to the right. 

And is not this the gloomy path, 
Which you are treating now? 
The path moſt gloomy leads to light, 
When our proud pallions bow, 


When 


— 0 


— TY 


I&- 1} 


Whea lab'ring under fancy d ill, 


My fpirits to ſuſtain, 

He kindly cur'd with fov'reign draug!ics 
Of unimegin'd pain. 

Pain'd Senſe from Fancy's tyranny 
Alone can ſet us free: 

A thouſand miſeries we feel, 
Till ſunk in miſery. 

Cloy'd with a-glut of all we wiſh, 
Our wiſh we reliſh leſs : 


| Succeſs, a ſort of ſuicide, 


Is ruin'd by ſucceſs. 


Sometimes he led me near to death, 


And, pointing to the grave, 


Bid Terror whiſper kind advice, 


And taught the towb to ſave. 
To raiſe my thoughis beyond where v orlds 
As ſpangles o'cr us ſhine, 
One day he gave, and bid the next 
M y ſoul's delight reſign 
We to ourſclves, but through the means 
Of mirrors, are unknown ; 


In this my ſate can you deſcry 


No features of your own ? 
And if you can, let that excuſe 

Theſe ſelf recording lines; 
A record modeſly MO 

Or to ſmall bound | conlines, 
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Is grief why deep ingulph'd ? You fee 
You ſuffer nothing rare ; 
Uncommon grief for common fate ? 
That wiſdom cannot bear. 
When flreams flow backward to their lource, | 
And humbled flames deſcend, 
And mountairs wing'd ſhall 7 alot, 
Then human ſorrows end: 
But human prudence too muſt ceaſe, 
When ſorrows domineer, 
When fortitude has loſt its fire, 
And freezes into fear: 
The pang moit poignant of my life 
Now heightens my delight; 
I ſee a fair creation rife 
From Chaos and old Night : : 
From what ſeem'd horror and deſpair, 
The richeſt harveſt roſe ; 
And gave me in the nod divine 
An abſolute repoſe. 
Of all the blunders of mankind, 
| More grols, or frequent, none, 
Than in their grief and joy misplac'd 
Eternally are ſhown. 
But whither points all this parade ? 
It ſays, that near you lies 
A book, perhaps, yet unperus'd, 
Which you ſhould greatly prize: 
Ot 


129 1 
Of ſelf· peruſal, ſcience rare ! 
Few know the mighty gain ; 
| Learn'd prelates, felf-unread, may read 
Their Bibles o'er in vain. © 
Self- -knowledge, which from. heav'n itſelf 
| (So ſages tell us) came, 
What is it, but a daughter fair 
Of my maternal theme ? 
Unletter'd and untravel'd men 
An oracle might find, | 
Would they conſulttheir own contents, 
The Delphos of the mind. 
Enter your boſom ; there you'll had 
A revelat.on new, 
| A revelation perſonal, 
Which none can read but you: 
| There will you clearly read reveal'd 
In your enlighten'd thought, 
By mercies manifold, through life, 
To freſh remembrance brought, 
A mighty Being! and in him 
” complicated friend, 
A father, brother, ſpouſe; no dread 
Of death, divorce, or end. 
Who ſuch a matchlefs friend embrace, 
And lodge lum in their heart, 
Full well, from agomes exempt, 
Wich other friends may part: 
a A3 
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A when oferloaded branckes bear 

Large ciuulters big with wine, | 

We fearce regret one falling leaf 
From the luxuriont vine. 

ty ſhort advice to you may found 
Olfcure, or ſorrcwhat oud, 

Tho” 'tis the beſt that man can give, 
+ Ev 'n be content with Goo.” 

Tuco' love, he gave you the deceas'd ; 
Thro' greater took him hence: 

This reaſon fully could eviflce, 
Tho' murmur'd at by ſenſe. 

Tuts Friend, far paſt the kindeſt kind, 

Is paſt the greateſt great; | 

H:s greatnefs let me touch in points 
Not foreign to your ſtate: 

IIis eye, this inſtant, reads your heart 
A truth leſs obvious hear, 

This inſtant its moſt ſecret thoughts 
Are ſounding in his ear: | 

| Diſpute you this? O fland in awe, 
And ceaſe your ſorrow ; know, 

That tear now trickling down, he ſaw 
Ten thouſand years ago ; 

And twice ten thouſand hence, if you 
Your temper reconcile 

To reaſon's bound, will he behold 
Your prudence with a ſmile; 
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A ſmile which thro” eternity 
Difluſes fo bright rays 
The dimmeſt deiſies ev'n guilt, 
If guilt at laſt obeys: 
Your guilt (for guilt it is to mourn, 
When ſuch a Sov'reign reigns) 
Your guilt diminiſh; peace purſue; 
How g'orious peace in pains ! 


Here, then, your ſorrows ceaſe ; if not, 


Think how unhappy they, 
Who guilt increaſe by ſtreaming tears, 
Which ſhould guilt waſh away. 
Of tears that guſh profuſe reſtrain 
Whence burſt the diſmal fighs ? 


They from the throbbing brealt of one 


(Strange truth! molt happy ri ſe; 
Not angels (hear it, and exult!) 
Enjoy a larger ſhare 
Than is indulg'd to you, and yours, 
Of Goowp's impartial care: 
Anxious for each, as if on each 
His care for all was thrown ; 
For all his care as abſolute, 
As all had been but one. 
And is he then ſo near ? fo kind 
How little then, and great, 
That riddle, Man? O let me gaze 
At wonders in his fate ! 
3 
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Lis fate, who yeſterday did crawl 


A worm from darkneſs deep, 


And ſhall, with brother worms, beneath 


A turf, to-morrow ſleep. 
How mean !—and yet, if well obey'd 
His Mighty maſter's call, 
The whole creation for mean man 
Is deem'd a boon too ſmall : 
Too ſmall the whole creation deem'd 
For emmets in the duſt ! 
Account amazing! yet molt true; 
My ſong is bold, yet juſt. 
Man born for infinite, in whom 
No period can deſtroy 
The pow'r in exquiſite extremes 
To ſuffer, or enjoy; 
Give him earth's empire (if no more) 
Ite's beggar'd, and undone ! 
Impriſon'd in unbounaed ſpace ! 
Benighted by the ſun! 
For what's the ſun's meridian blaze 
To the moll feble ray 


Which glimmers from the diſtant dawn 


Of uncreated day ? 
'Tis not the poct's rapture feign'd 
Swells here, the vain to pleatc ; 
The mind molt ſober kindics moſt 
At truths ſublime as the ſe. 


The v 
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They warm ev'n me. II dare not lay, 


Divine ambition ſtrove 
Not to bleſs only, but con found, 
Nay fright us wich its love; 
And yet ſo frightful what, or kind, 
As that the rending rock, 
The darken'd fun and riſing dead, 
So formidably ſpoke ? 


And are we darker than that ſun ? 
Than rocks more hard, and blind ; 


We are if not to fuch a Gord 
In agonies relign'd, | 

Yea, even 1n agonies forbear 

Io doubt Almi ghty love; 

Whate'er endears eternity. 

ls mercy from above. i. 

What mol! embitters time, that moſt' 
Eternity endears ; 

And thus by plunging in diſtreſa, 
Exalts us to the ſpheres; 


Joy's fountain-head ! where bliſs o'er bliſs, 


O'cr wonders wonders riſe, 
And an Omnipotence prepares 

His banquet for the wiſe ; 
Ambroſial banquet ! rich in wines 

Nettarcous to the foul ! 


What tranſports ſparkle from the ſtream, 


As angels {all the bowl! ! 


Fountain 
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Fountain profuſe of ev'ry bliſs? 
Good-will immenſe prevails : 
Man's line can't fathom its profound; 
An angel's plummet fails. 
Thy love and might, by what they know: 
Who judge, nor dream of more; 
They aſk a drop, how deep the ſea ? 
One ſand, how wide the ſhore ? 
Of thy exuberant good-will,. 
_ _ Offended Deity! 
The thouſandth part who comprehends 
A deity is he, 
How yonder ample azure field 
Wich radiant worlds is ſown ! 
| How tubes alloniſh us with thoſe 
More deep in æther thrown! 
And thoſe beyond of brighter worlds 
Why not a million more? 
In lieu of anſwer, let us all. 
Fall proſtrate and adore, 
Since Thou art infinite in pow'r, 
Nor thy indulgence leſs ; 
Since man, quite impotent, and blind, 
Oft drops into diſtreſs; 
Say, what is Reſignation ? *Tis 
Man's weakneſs underſtood ; 
And wiſdom graſping, with an hand- 
Far ſtronger, every good, 


Let 
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Let raſh repiners fland appal'd, 
In thee who dare not truſt; 
Whoſe abject ſouls, like demens dark, 
Are murm'ring in the duſt: 
For man to murmur or repine 
At what by Thee is done, 


No leſs abſurd than to complain 


Of darkneſs in the ſun. 
Who would not, with an heart at eaſe, 
Bright eye, unclouded brow, 


Wiſdom and goodneſs at the helm, 


The rougheſl ocean plough ? 

What tho' I'm ſwallow'd in the deep ? 
Tho' mountains o'er me roar ? 

J=enovan reigns! as Jonah ſafe. 
I'm landed, and adore. 

Thy will is welcome, let it wear 

Its moſt tremendous form: 

Roar, waves! rage, winds! I know, that thou 
Canſt fave me by a ſtorm. 

From thee immortal ſpirits born, 
To thee their Fountain flow, 

If wiſe; as curl'd around to theirs 
Meandring ſtreams below. 


Not lefs compell'd by Reaſon's all 


"To thee our ſouls aſpire, 


Than to thy ſkies, by Nature's law, 


High mounts material fires. 


To 
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To thee aſpiring they exult ; 
I feel my ſpirits riſe, 
I ” 5 GT Op ſon, and pant 
or patrimonial ſkies... 
_ ardent thirſt of future good, 
And gen'rous ſenſe of paſt, 
To Thee man's prudence ſlrongly dee, 
And binds affection faſt; 
Since great thy love, and great our want, 
And men the wiſeſt blind, | 
2 bliſs our aim; pronounce us all 
Diſtracted, or refign'd : 
_ Refign'd thro” duty, int'reſt, ſhame 3 
| Deep ſhame! dare I complain, 
When (wond”rous truth !) in heav'n itſelf 
Joy ow'd its birth to pain? 

And pain for me! for me was drain'd 
Gall's overflowing bowi ; | 
And ſhall one drop, to murmur bold 

Provoke my guilty foul? | 
If pardon'd this, what cauſe, what crime 
| Can indignation raiſe ? 
The ſun was lighted up to ſhine, 
And man was born to praiſe : 
And when to praiſe Thee man ſhall mY 
Or ſun to flrike the view; 
A cloud d:thonours both, but man's 
The blacker of the two; p 
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Tor oh ! ingratitude how black ! 
Wich molt profound amaze 
At love, which man belov'd o erlooks, 
Alloniſh'd angels gaze. 
Praiſe cheers, and warms, like gen'rous wine; 
Praiſe, more divine than pray'r: 
Pray'r points our ready path to heay'n ; 
Praiſe is already there. 
Let plauſive Reſignation riſe, 
And baniſh all complaint; 
All virtues thronging into one, 
It finiſhes the ſaint ; 
Makes the man blefs'd, as man can be; 
Life's labours renders light ; 
Darts beams thro” Fate's incumbent gloom, 
And lights our ſun by night. 
Tis Nature's brighteſt ornament, 
The richeſt gift of grace, 
Rival of angels, and ſupreme 
Proprietor of peace : 
Nay, peace beyond, no ſmall degree 
Of rapture 'twill impart ; 
Know, Madam! when your heart's in heav'n, 
All heav'n is in your heart. 
But who to keav'n their hearts can raiſe ? 
Deny'd divine ſupport, 
All virtue dies; ſupport divine 
The wiſe with ardor court : 
When 
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When pray 'r partakes the ſeraph's fire, 

*Tis mounted on his wing, 
| Burſts thro? heav'n's cryſtal gates, and gains 

Sure audience of its King. 

The lab' ring ſoul from ſore diſtreſs 

That bleſs'd expedient frees : 

I fee you far advanc'd in peace; 

I fee you on your knees: 
Flow on that poſture has the beam 
Divine for ever ſhone ? 

An humble heart, Go»'s * other ſeat? 
The rival of his throne. | 
And ſtoops Omnipotence ſo low 

And condeſcends to dwell 
Eteraity's inhabitant, 

Well pleas'd, in ſuch a cell? 
Such honor how ſhall we repay? 
How treat our Gueſt Divine? 

The ſacrifice ſupreme be flain ! 
Let ſelf-willdie: Reſign. 

Thus far, at large, on our diſeaſ 
Noa, let the cauſe is ſewn, 
Whence riſes, and will ever riſe, 

The diſmal human groan. 
hat our fole fountain of diſtreſs? 

Strong paſſion for this ſcene ; 
That tries makes important tings, 
Of mighty moment mean, 


2 


* 


Wucen 


85 If auulh lxvis 15. 


0 ] 
V'ben eartk'e dark maxims poiſon ſhed 
On dur polluted fouls, 
Our hearts ard int'reſts fly as far 
Aſunder as the poles ; 
Like princes in a cottage nurs'd, 
Unknown their royal race, 
With abje& aims and ſordid joys 
Our grandeur we difgrace. 
O for an Archimedes new, 
Of moral pow'rs poſſeſs'd 
The world to move, and quite expe! 
That traitor from the breaſt ! 
No ſmall advantage may be reap'd 
From thought whence we deſcend ; 
From weighing well, and * weigh'd, d 
Our origin and end: 
From far above the glorious ſun 
To this dim ſcene we came; 
Ard may, if wiſe, for ever balk 
In great Jenovan's beam: 
Let that bright beam on reaſon rouz'd 
In awful luftre riſe, 
Farth's giant ills are dwarf'd at once, 
And all diſquiet dies: 


Earth's glories too their ſplendor loſe, 


Theſe phantoms charm no more; 
Empire's a feather for a fool, 
Ard Indian mines are poor: 
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Then lexell'd quite, whilſt yet alive, 

The monarch and his flave; 

Nor wait enl'shten'd minds to learn 
That leffon from the grave ; 

A George the Third would then be low 
As Lewis in renown, 

Could he not boaft of glory more 
Than ſparkles from a crown. 
As human glory can ; 
Still greater is the man: 


The man is dead, where virtue fails; 


And though the monarch proud 
In grandeur ſhines, his gorgeous robe 
Is but a gaudy ſhroud. 

Wiſdom! where art thou ? None on carth, 
Thongh graſping wealth, fame, pow'r, 
But what, O Death! through thy approach, 

Is wiſer every hour. 
Approach how ſwift ! how unconkin'd ! 
Worms fealt on viands rare; 
Thoſe little epicures have kings 
To grace their bill of fare, 
From kings what reſignation due 
To that Almighty Will, | 
Which thrones beſlow; and, when * fall, 
Can throne — lt! 


Who 


all, 


ho 
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Tho truly great ? the good, and brave, 

The maſters of a mind 

The will divine to do re ſolv d; 
To ſuffer it, reſign d. 

Madam ! if that may give it weight, 
The trifle you receive | 

Is dated from a ſolemn ſcene, 
The border of the grave; | 


Eternity's dread pow'r. 
As burſting on it through the thin 


Partition of an hour. 


3 Hear this, V—taire ! but this from me 


Runs hazard of your frown : 

However, ſpare it; ere you die, 

In mercy to yourſelf, forbear 
My notions to chaſliſe, 


Left unawares the gay V—raire | 


Should blame V—taice the wiſe : 


x Fame's trumpet rattling in your ear, 


Now makes us diſagree ; 


When a far louder trumpet ſounds, 


V—taire will cloſe with me! 
How ſhocking is that modeſty. 
Which keeps ſome honeſt men 
From urging what their hearts ſuggeſt, 
When brav'd by folly*s pen, 
E 2 Allaultirg 
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Allaulting truths, of which in all 5 
Is fown the ſacred ſeed! | 
Our conſtitution's orthodox, 

And cloſes with our creed. 
What then are they, whoſe proud concerts 
Superior wiſdom boaſt ? 
 Vretches, who fight their own belief, 
And labour to be loſt. 
Tho” Vice by no ſuperior joys | 
Her heroes keeps in pay; [| 
Throꝰ pure diſintereſled love „ | 
Of ruin, they obey ; 
= . 
Hard their commandments, and their creed 
A magazine of lies, 
From Fancy's forge : gay Fancy ſmiles 
At Reaſon plain and cool ; 
| Fancy, whoſe curious trade it is 
To make the fineſt fool. 
V—taire ! _— the greateſt curſe = 
„ 
Quite thoughleſs of their day of death, 
That birth-day of their ſorrow 3 
Knowing it may be diſtant far, 


Theſe 
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Theſe are cold, northern thoughts, conceiv 'd 
Beneath an humble cot ; 
Not mine your genius, or your ſtate, 
No caſtle “ is my lot: 
But ſoon, quite level ſhall we ly; 
And what pride moſt bemoans, 
Our parts, in rank ſo diſtant now, 
As level as our bones. 
Hear you that ſound ? alarming ſound! 
Prepare to meet your fate ! 
One, who writes finis to our works, 
Is knocking at the gate: 
Far other works will ſoon be weigh d ; 
Far other judges fit ; 
| Far other crowns be loſt, or won, 
| I ban fire ambitious wit: 
7 Their wit far brighteſt will be prov'd, 
Who ſunk it in good ſenſe, 
Of dread Omnipotence. 
- Tis that alone unlocks the gate 
Of bleſt etermty; 
O may'ſt thou never, never loſe 
That more than golden key+! 
Whate'er may ſeem too rough, excuſe 
Your good I have at heart: 
Since from my ſoul I wiſh you well, 


As yet we mult not part: 1 


Latter to Lord Lytilcten, + Alluding to Pruſſa. 
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Shall you and I, in love with liſe, 
Life's future ſchemes contrive, 
The world in wonder not unjuſt, 
That we are ftill alive ? 
What have we left? how mean in man 
A ſhadow's ſhade to crave ? 
When life, ſo vain! is vainer ſtill, 
 *Tisume to take our leave: 
Happier, than happieſt life, his death, 
Who falling in the field 
Of confli with his rebel will, 
Writes VICI on his ſhield ; 
So falling man, immortal heir 
— — 
USING eee | 
When contradictions mix? 
When nature ſtrikes no leſs than twelve, 
And folly points at fix! 
To mend the movements of your heart, 
e- unde 
| Ads rs tent wits t- 
That hand which ſpread your ** wide 
TO cpr and + 
Your culo dns. 
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To Satan dreadfully reſign'd 

Whole herds ruſh down the ſteep 
Of folly, by lude wits poſſeſs'd, 

And periſh in the deep. 
Mens praiſe your vanity purſues: 
Tis well, purſue it ftill ; 
But let it be of men deceas'd, 
And you'll reſign the will: 
And how ſuperior they to thoſe 

At whoſe applauſe you aim, 


— 6. —— — 


oDRE ON SOLITUDE. 
_ [ Porz] 
APPY the man, whoſe wiſh and care 
A few paternal acres bound ; 55 
Content to breathe his native air, 

In his own ground. 
Whole herds with milk, whoſe fields with bread, 
Whoſe flocks ſupply him with attire; 
| Whole trees in ſummer yield him ſhade, 

In winter fire, 
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Bleſt, who can unconcern'dly find 
Hours, days, and years ſi:de foft away; 
In health of body, peace of mind, 
= Quiet by day. 
| Sound leep by night, ſtudy and eaſe 
Together mix d; ſweet recreation! 
And innocence, which moſt does pleaſe 
Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown, 
Thus unlamented let me die; 
Steal from the world, and not a ſtone 
Tell where I lic. 


THE DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS SOUL, | 
; [ Pore. ] 


\ FITAL fpark of heavenly flame ! 
Quit, oh quit, this mortal frame! 
Trembling, hoping, ling'ring, flying, 
Ceaſe, fond Nature, ceaſe thy {irife, 
And let me languiſh into life ! 
Hark ! they whiſper ; angels ſay, 
| Siſter Spirit, come away 


. 
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Witat is this abſorbs me quite, 
Steals my ſenſes, ſhuts my ſight, 
Drowns my ſpirits, draws my breath ? 
Tell me, my Soul, can this be Death ? 


The world recedes, it diſappears ! 
Heav'n opens on my eyes! my ears 
Lend, lend your wings ! I mount! I fly} 
O Grave ! where is thy Victory ? 

O Deati ! where is thy Sting ? 


HYMN ox GRATITUDE. 


fs [ ApD180x, 1 
WU 


EN all thy mercies, O my God, 
My riſing ſoul ſurveys ; 


Tr anſported with the view, I'm loſt 


The gratitude declare 


That glows within my raviſh'd heart ? 


But thou canſt read it there. 


Thy providence my life ſuſtain'd, 
And all my wants redreſt, 
When in the filent womb I lay, 
And hung upon the breaſt. 
= To 
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To all my weak complaints and cries 
Thy mercy lent an ear, 

Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt 
To form themſelves in pray'r, 


' Unnumber'd comforts to my foul 
Thy tender care beſlow d, 
Before my infant heart conceiy'd 
From whom thoſe comforts flow'd. 


When in the ſlipp'ry paths of youth 
Thine arm unſeen convey'd me ſafe, 
And led me up to man, 


It gently clear'd my way, 
Whan worn with ſickneſs, oft haſt thou 
With health renew'd my face, 
And when in fins and ſorrows ſunk, 
Reviv'd my ſoul with grace. 
Thy bounteous hand with worldly bliſs 
Has made my cup run o'er, 
And in a kind and faithful friend 
las doubled all my lore, 


Ten 
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Ten thouſand thouſand precious gifts 
My daily thanks employ, 
Nor is the leaſt a cheerful heart, 
That talles thoſe gifts with joy. 


Through every period of my life 
Thy goodneſs I'll purſue; 
And after death in diſtant worlds 
The glorious theme renew. 
When nature fails, and day and night 
My ever grateful heart, O Lord, 
Through all eternity to Thee 
A joyful ſong I'll raiſe, 
For O! eternity's too ſhort 
To utter all thy praiſe. 


DOUGLAS r LORD RANDOLPH.* 


[ Hows. ] 
' QMALL. s the ſkill my Lord delights to praiſe 
In him he favours. Hear from whence it came. 
Beneath a mountain's brow, the molt remote 
And inacceſſible by ſhepherds trod. 
In a deep cave, dug by no mortal hand, 
A hermit liv'd; a melancholy man, 
Who was the wonder of our wand'ring ſwains. 
| Aufl:re 
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Auftere and lonely, cruel to himſelf, 


Did they report him; the cold earth his bed. 
Water his drink, his food the ſhepherd's alms. 

T went to fee him, and my heart was touch d 
Wich rev'rence and with pity. Mild he ſpake. 
And, entering on diſcourſe, ſuch ſlories told 

As made me oft reviſit his ſad cell. 

For he had been a ſoldier in his youth ; 

And fought in famous battles, when the peers 

Of Europe, by the bold Godfredo led, 

Again ſt th*uſurping infidel diſplay d 

The bleſſed croſs, and won the Holy Land. 
Pleas'd with my admiration, and the fire 

His years away, and act his young encounters : 
Then, having ſhew'd his wounds, he'd fit him down, | 
And all the live-long day diſcourſe of war. 
To help my fancy, in the ſmooth green turf 

He cut the figures of the marſhall'd hoſts; 
Deſcrib'd the motions, and explain'd the uſe. 

Of the deep column, and the lengthen'd line, 
The ſquare, the creſcent, and the phalanx lum, 
For all that Saracen or Chriſtian knew | 

Of war's vall art, was to this hermit known. 


— 
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